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upon that Subj ect) were: 


thought fit to be - Ment, the Stage, 28 


Loris of their Minds ite 
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Sir Rick LARD STEBLE: 


= I HILEtheWorld Güde 
de daily Correction and 
Authority of your Eacubra- 
- trons, - their Influende ' onthe 
— Publick was not more viſi- 
ble 3 in an) one Mg than the ſudden 
Improvement * might fay Reformation 
of the Stage, that immediately fo 
them: From whence it! is naw apparent, 
that many Pape „(which the Grave and 
Severe tien bupht- wete"tfirowrt pt 
in your ſpeaking 
to the This, ſtill ae the Ie 
Work, and inſtructing 8 the {fame Wea 
ture; 0 ce en th whe 
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had amended it, miglit, by a ban 
ſtituted Power, continiieto Poſterit 
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vi The Dedication.” 
Nothing but a Genius ſo univerſally re- 
verd could, with ſuch Candor and Pene- 
tration, have pointed out its Faults and 
Miſconduct; and ſo effectually have re- 
deem d it Uſes and Excellence 25 Preju- 
dice and Diſ-favour. How often have we 
known the moſt elegant Audiences drawn 
together at a Days Warning, by the Ioflu- 
ence or Warrant of a ſing ke Tatler, in a 
Seaſon, when our beſt Endet Without 
it, could not defrayt the Char 12542 the per- 
formance? This powerful and innocent 
Artifice ſoon i ecover d us into F aſhion, and 
2 us up, to wie 1 new Favpur of 
our, Auditors worthy of our utmoſt Indu- 
ſtry ; and is to that Joduſtry inſtructed, 
the, "yeh owes: its Reputation and 
s Profperity : And therefore, as I have heard 
5 JI i, (which L hope will 1 51 my re- 
5 it) viz... Io talk of ſuppreſſing the 
cauſe the Licentiouſneſs, gnorance 
5 overty of its former Profeſſars may 
ve abus'd the proper Ends of it Inſtitu: 
_ tion, . in Morality, as abiurd a Vio, 
len aß it would be in Religion to ſilence 
| the oy becauſe Sedition or Treaſon has 
been preachd there: And tho' for the 


Ain 0 1 . ſame 


The Dedication. Vii 


fame Reaſon out ancient Legiſlature my 
have been juſtly provok'd to mention ſuch 
Actors in Terms of Ignominy, yet that 
ought no more to be a Reproach to his Ma- 
jefty's preſent Company of Comedian, 
than it is to the Patriots of old Rene: that 
their firſt Founders were Robbers and Out- 


laws. N N. e erde ON J 
After ſuch Benefits receiv d, What leſs 
return could the Gratitude and Inteteſt of 
the Actors think of, than to intreat ou to 
join in their Petition to the Crown; to ſet 

at their Head, that you might as jult- 
ly partake of the Profits, as the Fraiſe and 
Merit of Supporting them? How much 
you have done for us was viſible to allthe 
World, whiat:Senſe we have of it is yet 
known to fe 1 therefore take this Occa-! 
ſion to make aur Acknowledgments, if 
poſſible, as publick as our Obligations. 
The good you ha vedone Mankind gives 
every ſenſible. Heatt a double Peligiit; 
that of the Benefit it felt, and the Pleaſure 
of thanking you! And yet, if we conſider 
the World, as one Perſon, we cannot hut 
{ay it has been ungrateful ta yu: Had 
Publick Spurs been the Mesaſure of Hullich, 
ad. 44 Buoy, 


uni Ihe Dedication. 
Bu it had been no Court Secret, how 
_ yaw! hadd:ſo ſuddenly ran into an Affluence 
- of Fortune; — — 
_ counted for that, tho the Speculations of a 
Gentleman may be puzzled at the contrary, 
But hem a private Man, in the Service of 
his Country, exerts a Genius and Courage 
that would better become his Superiors, we 
are not to wonder; if (in Right of their 
Pretedence) Neglect or Envy ſhould: re- 
Fitnagd his Forwardneſs into Manners and 
Modeſty 5 he is to be talk d to in anothen 
_ -  Stife chat he thinks og and isi ti know, 
the Dignity of Office is ſo Sacred in its 
Natutez-that it is a ſort of Inſolence for a 
Man toche wiſeß before he comes into it; 
That great Actions are not to tliruſt them - 
ſelves into publick Service without Order or 
DireQion; They ought properly, and only 
to come from the Hands of High Birth or 
Saution and the Honour of our national Spi- 
rit ix not to be ſüillied, by owing its great-- 
eſt Inſtances to the ignc 


of a Commoner: Would not one think, 


Sirz from your Situation in the World, all 

this had been ſaid to you? Hut ſo it ie, 

When a Man's Services are too eminent for 
N 8 N | | þ Fa Fo | his 


mY L 2 

The Dedication. ix 
his Station, that Eminence is generally his 
Reward ; hethen ſtands the publick Gaze of 
Paſſengers, like a Mountain in a Meadow, 
deſerted, Poor, and thirſty 55 While the Lands 
below him are water d into Funeſs and 
Plenty. Had it been your humble Choice to 
have lain in the common Level of Merit; 
your Crop had, of Courſe; been as full as 
your Neighbours. But if think the 
World is to go out of its Road for you; 
you will be told, no Body cat help your 
being in the Wrong; ; you have had Ex- 
amples enough before you, that might 
have warn d you into wiler Obſervations. 
Did. not the celebrated Author of Huli- 
bra bring je a Enemies into a lower 
Contempt with the Sharpneſs of his Wit, 
than all the Terrors of hiv-Advinifiriion 
could reduce them to? Was not his Book 
always in the Pocket of his Prince? And 
what did the mighty 'Prowels of chis 
Knight-Errant amount to?! Why he 
died with the higheſt Efteeny of the Court 
in a Garret. Might nor the Corruption 
of thoſe Times have farther inform d v 
too, that tho à Man had all the Spirit andꝰ 
W of an ancient Rau for the Ser- 


vice 


* The Dedidatiou. 
vice of his Country; yet if he would not 
enſlave thoſe Talents to the Will and Do- 
minion of ſome great Leader in the State, 
i he would not privately lit in his Troop, 
and implicitly obey Orders, he was treated 
at beſt as a Mutineer, and came off well, if 
he cas only caſhier'd, and made incapable 
of future Preferment.. Such, Sir, was then 
the Language and Practice of the World; 
and. how much ſoever it may be niended 
now, it gives but a melancholy Reflection 
to xno, that while in the late Reign you 
Hopes of the Proteſtant: Succeſhon, the 
Enemies of it, then in Power, were ſubtle 
enough to ofſer you a Security of Fortune 
; only to be Jhent-- An uncamforta ble 'Ac- 
count -—-; chat even the Fortearance of u 
Vine ſhould be worth more than the 
of it. g e or el 
But 1 am nat to forget, there has been a 
Circumſtance in your Merit tuo, that could 
have happen d to no Man but your Self: 

Jo ſay you had hazarded your Life, or 
Fortune, for the Servicę of your Country, 
were but to allow you Praiſe in common 
with Thouſands, that have done the ſame: 

3217 | Hut 
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thrown down by the 
that rais d it. But when they found no 


to another great A 
lo- d bad never fo aülaciouſſy provek'd 


ner dee of your Hef ai 25 
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ui 


the proper Cenſor of our Morals) i in an In- 
ſtant den) d 'ou to have had either Mit, 


v the Column hey, had 
Net] jointly raiſing to your 
eputation;” Was ties im as My ays; 
irnplacable Hands 


Attacks of Prejudice could deface the real 
Beauty of your” Writings, and that they 
fel. Wa From the Blow, their Ma: 

then indeed was df ive to its "laft 
Hold, of giving the Chirf Merit of therm 
utter, who they al- 


dem: Tliis was indeed Neri Yd 
you; ng uſe" of 


ſſeſsꝰd 4 
Ju contels'd'in 
hare taken 
hare of it: A 
fn Prudence ou, Have 


"too 35 4 Good to 
vou would never Cas 


2 fake to thoſe Work 


the 


i” of 


Y bac e ſo fecal, asa Miſtreſs; 


m bis Services only had deſerved; 


: 0 "works Have wach "deliberated; 
3 be- 


The Dedication. Xiii 
before he truſted her Conſtancy in pri- 
vate, with the deareſt Friend upon Earth: 
Your Enemies therefore thus knowing 
that your on Conſent had partly juſti- 
fy d their Inſin vations, ſaved a great deal 
of their Malice from being icons 


and fairly Jeftguu to apply to ſuch your 
ſingular, Conduct, What Mark a lays 


of Orin inte +9 70 
Fool that Tanks! ny Eagle's Wings 
I bore this Wren,” E tir d with ſauring, 


Aud mow! * , e me. Dad 
Nothing 15 more common ent the 
prudent Men of this World, than their 
Admiration that you will not (with all 
your Talents) be guided to the proper 
Steps of making your Fortune : as if that 
were the non ultra of Happineſs: Can 
they ſuppoſe that Flattery, Deceit and 
Treachery, or the perpetual Surrender 
of our Reaſon; Will, and Freedom to tu 
Convenience, and Paſſions of others 
d a Train of the like abject Servilities, 
il your Spirit could ſtoop" to them, are 
not as foorr attair'd th; as their e 
29 a * 4 er- 
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Vertues! And that conſequently it is 
much eaſier to-make a Fortune, than to 
deſerve One ? Such Men can never know 
how much the Conſcious Tranſport of hav- 
ing done their Duty, is preferable to all the 
mean, unweildy Pomp of arrogant, and 
unmerited Profperity--- But let them hug 
themſelves, and count their Happineſs 
by their Sums of Gold; yours is to know; 
the Service you have done your Country 
has contributed to their being ſecure in 
the Poſſeſſion of it, and that ſuch - (how- 
ever unfaſhionable Actions) are (like their 
Sold) intrinfically valuable only for their 
Weight, which can neither riſe or fall 
from the Stamp of Favour, or Diſcou- 
ragement. And that theſe” Men may not 
ſuppoſe,” you did not, as well as the Wi- 
ſeſt of them, foreſee this Barren! Conſe- 
_ of your Endeavours, I ſhall beg 
Leave to quote a prophetici Inſtance to 
the contrary, which you'publiſh'd in N 
II of a gt calld Ihe Tom In to 
Lear . Ten, Dil & 


. | 
| n Kingdom, ho liy d — ror Jo Plc 
-unger a certain ill, near a certain Brid 
. * 8 
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* This poor Man was a little of a Scholar, and 
given to Country Learning: ſuch as Aſtrolo- 
© pical Predictions of rhe Weather, and the 
fike. One Night in One of his Muſings about 
< the Houſe, he ſaw a Party of Soldiers belong- 
* ing to a Prince, in Enmity with! his own, 
* coming towards the Bridge : he immediately 
ran, and drew up that Part which is called 
the Draw-Bridge, and calling all his Family, 
and getting his Cattel together, he put his 
© Plough, behind that his Staols, and his Chairs 
© behind them, and by this Means ſtopped the 
© March till it was Day-!zht, when all the 
_ © [Neighbouring Lords and Gentlemen ſaw the 
+ Enemy as well as he. They crowded on with 
© -preat N to oppoſe the Foe, and in 
© their Zeal and Hurry, throwing our Hus- 
© bandman Over-bridge, and his Goods. after 
him, effeQually kept out the Invaders. This 
Accident, ſays my Author, was the Safety of 
© that Kingdom; 1 no one ought to be diſ- 
cFomſited from the os Service for whar 
happen d to this Ruſtick; for tho he was neg- 
© lected ar the preſent, and every Man ſaid he 
_ ©, was! an honeſt Fellow, that he was no one's 
Enemy but his own, and that no Body ſaid he 
* was every one's Friend but his own, the Man 
had ever after the Liberty, that he, and no 
© other but he, au bis Family, ſhould beg on that 
Bridge in all-T imes following. 
Po 


Had you notpu iſhed this Predicti- 
9 ſo many ears ago, the Art, or Ma- 
'E TEE lice 
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lice-of Men might have inſinuated, that 


the Hope of ſome farther Reward, than 
that of the Action it ſelf, had been the 


Motive to your Zeal, for the then en - 


- 


danger d Proteſtant Succefſion. © 
But alas! I fear J am running into 
the ſame publick-ſpirited Raſhneſs, it 
being impoſſible to ſpeak Truth of you, 
without giving Shame 'to others, who 
may not perhaps have your Talent of 
eafily forgiving, whatever is Honeſt in 
its Intention: Iſhall therefore beg Leave 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf, SIR, *- 
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E Cid of Monſſeur Corneille 
fi (from whence the following 
LAI Scenes are drawn) has made 
ſuch an Eclat on all the The- 
I atres of Europe, that were J 
do be wholly ſilent on the Side 
port the Heroick Daughter, the 
great Liberties I have taken in altering the 
Conduct of his Fable, might be more imputed 
to a vain Opinion of my own judgment, than 
any Foundations in Reaſon, or Nature: But I 
hope T ſhall ſtand upon better Terms with the 
Impartial, and the Curious. I am not inſenſible 
what vaſt Odds will be offer d againſt me, while 
T am entering the Liſts with ſo Fam d an Au- 
thor, as Corneille: But that ſhall not diſcourage 
me: For I look upon Truth in an Argument ro 
be like Courage in a Combat, the be 


ſt Advan- 
tage a Man can have over his ene - dis 
not his Fame ought to fright me; for let mine 
be never ſo obſcure, if I am in the Right, his 
being in the Wrong will be no more a Wonder, 
a than 


xm Io the REA r 
than that a Watchman's plain Staff ſhould foil 
the Sword of a Field- Officer. 

But 1 have a farther View, That while I am 
comparing the Two Plays, I may give the Lo- 
vers of the Theatre ſome Inſight inco the Merit, 


and Difficulty of forming a good: Fable ; and 


that even our common Spectators, who find 
themſelves unaccountably pleas'd with a pathe- 
tick Scene, may be more pleas d, by knowing 
they have Reaſon to be ſo. 


It may perhaps be expected, I ſhould offer 


ſome Excuſe for not publiſhing this Piece till 


8 


Seven Years after its firſt Appearance on the 
Stage; and yay will probably anſwer, I had as 
good have ſaid nothing about it, as to tell you 
it has been little better than Idleneſs, or Indif- 


ference : For it having done my Buſineſs, when 


ated, I confeſs I wanted the Modern Appe- 
tice for Fame, that Authors uſually think fol- 
lows them into rhe, Country, after Publication. 
But if I had any real Cauſe to defer it, it was 
from an Obſervation I had made, that moſt of 
my Plays (except the Firſt, the Fool in Faſhion) 
had a better Reception from the Publick, when 
my Intereſt was no longer concern d in them: 
I therefore ſuppos d this might have a fairer 
Chance for Favour, . when the Author had no 
farther Stake upon it: And I hope I may be 
allow'd the Honeſt Vanity of this Complaint, 
While I have (to my Coſt) ſo many Facts to 
to ſupport it Every Auditor, whoſe Memory 


will give him Leave, cannot but know, that 


Richard the Third, which 1 alter d from Shake- 


' ſpear, did not raiſe me Five Pounds on the 


hird Day, thooghi for eyeral Years nee, ir 
one LC UH _w_ WITS TY ES has 
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has ſeldom, or never fail'd of a crowded Audi- 


ence The Fop's Fortune lagg d on the Fourth 
Day, and only held up its Head by rhe Heels 
of the French Tumblers, who ir ſeems had ſo 
much Wit in their Limbs, that they forc'd the 
Town to fee it, till it laugh ir ſelf into their 
good Graces.— The Xind Impoſtor did not pay 
the Charges on the Sixth Day, tho' it has ſince 
brought me, as a Sharer, more than I was then 
diſappointed of as Author-- "Twas at firſt a moor 
Point whether the Careleſs Husband ſhould live 
or die; but the Houſes it has ſince fill'd have 
reptoach d the former Coldneſs of its Auditors--- 
The Wife's Reſentment is another, tho not an 
equal, Inſtance of the ſame Narure. 

But not to take the Particularity of this 
Treatment wholly to my felf, I confeſs it has 
ſometimes been the Fate of the better Authors: 
Nor ought we ſo much to wonder at it, if we 


conſider, that there is in Human Nature a cer- 


tain low. latent Malice to all laudable Undertak- 
ings, which never dares break out upon any 
Thing, with ſo much Licence, as on the Fame 
of a Dramatick Writer: For even the laviſh Ap- 
plauſe, that is uſually heaped uporr his firſt La- 
bours, is not perhaps fo entirely owing to their 
real Admiration of the Work itſelf, as the 
mean Pleaſure they take in ſwelling him up to 
Rival the Reputation of others, that have wrir 
well before him: If he ſucceeds in a firſt Play, 
let him look well to the next, for then he is 


enter d the Herd, as a Common Enemy, and is 


to know that they, who gave him Fame, can 
take it · way; he is then to be allow'd no more 


Merit or Mercy, than the reſt of his Brethren: 


a 2 Of 
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Of which nothing can be a ſtronger Inſtance, 
than che Torrent of Applauſe, that was deſer- 
vedly thrown in upon the Old Batchelor, and 
the boiſterous Cavils that the next Year un- 
reaſonably over- run the ſame Authors Play of 
the Donuble- Dealer: And J am apt to believe, 
that after the Succeſs of the Funeral, it was the 
ſame Caprice that deſerted the Tender Husband: 
And that all this is not mere Conjecture only, I 
beg Leave to relate a Matter of Fact, that per- 
haps will better incline you to my Opinion. 
When the Heroict Daughter was firſt Acted, 
J had the Curioſity (not having then any Part 
in it) ſomerimes to flip unſeen into the Side- 
Boxes, where I met with the higheſt Mixture 
of Pleaſure, and Mortification: The Pleaſure 
was in obſerving the Generality of the Audi- 
ence, in a ſilent, fix d Attention, never failing 
by their Looks or Geſtures, to diſcover thoſe 
pleaſing, Emotions of the Mind, which I was 
always confident would ariſe from ſo elevated a 
Subject: The Mortification was from a Set of 
well-dreſs.d merry making Criticks, that call 
themſelves the Town, whoſe private Wit was 
continually inſulting the publick Diverſion, by 
their waggiſh Endeavours to Burleſque every 
Thing, chat ſeem d to have a ſerious Effect on 
their Neighbours; and treating the poor Rogue 
the Author (who ſtood wich his Hat over his 
Eyes at their Elbow) with the utmoſt Inſults, 
Scandal, and Malevolence: And when the Play 
was over, ſome of the ſame Perſons, (which 
had like to have made me laugh) came, and 
wiſh'd me Joy of its Succeſs : But I have ſince 
ſeen frequent Inſtances, that the ſame Sort of 
10 8 Audi- 
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To te READER xx 
Auditors, with a little Management, have been 
made as enterprizing Friends to other Authors, 
as they were then Enemies to me: For with 
ſome leading Man of the Town, or celebrated 
Wit ar the Head of them, they have been oft- 
en known, by their over- bearing Manner of Ap- 
plauſe, ro make- a wretched fickly Play ſtand 
ſtoutly upon its Legs for Six Days together: 
But (as in mine, and moſt Caſes) when they are 
not ſo engaged and marſhalld, they naturally 
run Riot into Miſchief and Cruelty. Upon the 
Whole, till this Accident convinc'd me, I never 
could believe; that to bring a Play upon the 
Stage, was ſo invidious a Task; and as it was 
with great Reluctance, that I from hence re- 
ſolv d never to trouble the Town with another, 
ſo I found it neceſſary; (while T was a Player 
at leaſt) not to put People of meer Pleaſure 
and Fortune in Mind, that I durſt pretend to 
any Talent that their Footmen might not be e- 


qually Maſters of: And if in Breach of this Re- 


ſolution, I have ſince attempted in the Non juror 


to expoſe the Enemies of our Conſtitution, and 


Liberties, it was becauſe J knew the Friends of 
the Government would ſecure me a fair Hearing, 
and from all ſuch Apprehenſions of being diſturb- 
ed, by the wanton Malice of a few Petits Maitres; 
not but I flatter my ſelf; tharevenits Enemies will 
allow, I gave their Principles fair Play in the 
Characters of Sir 7h Wobdville, and Charles, 
who were no where ſhewn' in a contemptible 
Light; and I hope it was no great Malice te 


make them amiable in their Converſton--- IF 


therefore I have not juſtly- accounted for the 
Neglect, or Diſcouragement, which moſt of my 
7 a 3 | other 
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other Plays met with at firſt ; I ſhall however beg 
Leave of the World to comfort my ſelf with ſuppo- 
ſing, that their preſent Succeſs is now, one Way or 
other owing, to their Merit. But Ihave rambled too 
far from my firſt Deſign, which was to give you 


An EX AME N of the Cid, and the 
Heroic Daughter. 


"THE great Beauties of the French Play, are 

Tin the tender Compaſſion that riſes from 
the Misfortunes of the Two Lovers Rodrigue, 
and Chimene; but ſhould we not be much more. 
ſenſible of their Diſtreſs, if before we ſaw them 
unfortunate, we were- firſt raisd to a proper 
Admiration of their Perſons, and - Virtues : 
They may indeed, as in the Cid, move us ſim- 
fly, as Lovers; but as ſuch Lovers, their Sor - 
rows would certainly ſtrike deeper into the 
Hearts of an Audience. In this Point Corneille 
ſeems defective; for he opens his Play with a 
cold Converſation between Chimene, and her 
Suivante, whom Chimene deſires to repeat, what 
Reaſon ſhe had to ſuppoſe, the Count her Fa- 
ther was inclin'd to prefer her favoured Lover 
Oaks oh to his Rival Don Sanchez? By the 
Way the owns in the ſame Scene, ſhe has heard 
all this before; but when an Author wants to 
acquaint his Audience with a neceſſary Fact, no- 
thing 4s ſo common, as to make ſome Perſon 
in the Play improbably deſirous to hear it over 
again. A poor Shift! we ſee thro it, tis lazy 
He could not but know, that Artis «ft: celare 
Artem. After Chimene is inform d, that her Fa- 
ther has allow d Aodrigue the Perſon moſt w 925 


— 
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thy of her, ſhe thinks the News too good to be 
ttue, and is ſtill, (tho ſne eant very well tell why) 
afraid it will come to nothing, and ſo quaintly 
walks off, to as little Purpoſe as ſhe came on. 

In all this Scene, Chimen utters no one 
Sentiment that can poſſibly draw to her 
the leaſt Eſteem from the Audience; we only 
as yet fee her a marriageable young Woman, 
that is willing to have a Husband--- ASpoor 
ſetting out for the Heroine of a Tragedy; the 
Hero indeed is leſs faultily manag'd, for he ne- 
ver appeats till he enters at once into his Di- 
ſtreſs of being oblig d to revenge the Blow, his 
Father had juſt receiv d, upon the Father of his 
Miſtreſs, who gave it. This Incident is doube- 
leſs of uncommon Beauty: But had We been 
better acquainted with the Merit, and Dignity 
of his Paſſion for the Daughter of his Enemy, 
before his critical Entrance on that Occaſion, 
our Imagination would have had a much higher' 
Alarm, ar the firſt Sight of them; and this was 
palpably evident from tlie different Surprize his 
ſudden Appearance gave in the Heroic Daagh- 
ter at London, to what I obſerv'd it had in tlie 
fan Scene of the Cid, when Acted at Paris. 
In the Exgliſb Play more Care is taken to 
make the Audience ſure, the Son brings with 
him the higheſt Sentiments of Courage, Love 
and Honour, that muſt make a ſenſible Heart 
tremble at the immediate Diftreſs, in whielFhis 
firſt Appearance ſhews him"involv'd. t. 
The ſecond Scene in the & breaks into tho A. 
partment of the Infanta, w is feeretty in B. oo 
with Rodrigue,but her Honour combating wir cho 
Inequality of his Birth, ſhe reſolves to ſacrifiecher 
g 2 4 Paſſion 
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Paſſion ro her Glory, and in order to it, u+ 
ſes her utmoſt Endeavours to advance his 
Marriage with her Rival Chimene : There is 
ſomething ſoromantick, ſo cold, ang, inactive in 
this Epiſode, and ſo very little conducive to the 
main Deſign, that I have left it quite out of the 
Heroick Daughter, and ſupply d the Vacancy 
with;:the Character of Belxara, to. whom [ 
have-;given a more Natural Intereſt to advance 
the Marriage of Ximena, which is to make Don 
Sanchez (whom Belxara is contracted to) de- 
{pair of her. Corneille ſeems even in this Scene 
too, to have loſt a fair Occaſion of hcightening 
the Character of Rodrigus, and preparing the 
Audience in his Favour; but the Infanta, in no 
art of it, mentions the leaſt Motive to her 
Paſſion for him, unleſs that he is a Feune Cava- 
en 257950 1), ff © 
The next Sceng introduces the Quarrel, and 
the Blow given tg! the Father of Rodrigue, by / 
the Father of his Miſtreſs, and this is the firſt 
Scene of the Cid, that is made uſe of in the He- 
roick Daughter: This Quarrel ſeems too ſuddain, 
and unprepared, and wants the Terror that would 
naturally ariſe from it, if, as I obſery d, the 
Audience were prepoſſeſs d witli a proper Admi- 
ration of the Lovers, whoſe approaching Ru- 
in they would then be more nearly concern d 
for ; and this Concern I haye.attempred to 
give by the Preparation of a whole firſt Act in 


the Heroict Daughter, which is intirely unbor- 
rowell, and previous to the firſt Opening Beau- 
ties of the Cid: The Heroick Obligations, that 


have paſſed between che two Lovers, (wWHom I 


- . 


call-Corlec; and Ximena,) before they ſecretly 


en- 
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entertain or publickly avow their Paſſion; the 


gentle manner of Ximena's firit ſoftning the Pre- 
judice of Alvarez; the ſolemn Interpoſition of 
the King to heal the Hereditary Feud of their 


Families, and his crowning their Reconcilement 


with the immediate Union of the Lovers, were 
all intended to give a Dignity to their Paſſion, 
and conſequently to move the Audience with a 
quicker Senſe of their enſuing Calamities, than 
it (as they are in the Cid) they had been only 
ſhewn in their mere lawful Deſire of being ver- 
tuous Bedfellows. act viii nov ail. 
Though Terror ſeems the favourite Paſſion of 
Corneille, and what he uſually, paints in much 
more lively Colours than his, Objects — 
yet the fatal Rupture that ruins-rhe Happiness 
of theſe Lovers, loſes half its Force and Beau- 
ty for want, of, Art or Pains in; preparing it. For 
Terror muſt certainly riſe in Proportion to the 
Object it menaces; and we cannot be as much 
concern d for th. 
known, as for what is evident and conſpicuous, 
and till that Rupture happens, we are (in the 
Cid) utter Strangers, to che Merit of Rodrigge' 
f yu nuyons gil Gn nuald 
But beſides all this, the Quarrel it ſelf ſeems. 
an Accident meerly ariſing from. che brutal Tem- 
per of the Count, and the Spectator might as 


that it wa end in a friendly Concluſion of 
their, Childt ns, Marriage, as, their ſo unfore-, 
ſeen and violent: nmity: And tho, Surprize is 
a neceſſary Pacr of Tragedy, yet that Surprize: 
is neyer to be abrupt: for when it is ſo, it is 
more apt ta ſhock, | than. delight us; we do 


not 


well 10 trom thie beginning. of the Scene, 


= 
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not love to be ſtartled into a Pleaſure: As ar” 
Audience ought never to be wholly let into the 
ſeererDeſign- of a Play, ſo they ought not to be 
intirely kept out of it, you may fafely leave room 
for the Imagination to gueſs at the Nature of 
the Thing you intend, and are only to ſurprize 
them with your Manner of bringing it abour: 
As in the ſecond Act of Dryden s A for Tove; 
Where Marc Antony ſeems — 5 in his Reſo- 
lution to part with Cleopatra; yet when he 
onee conſents to expoſtulate with her in Perſon, 
tho you eaſily foreſee the Conteſt is to End 
to her Advantage, yet you are far from loſing 
the Pleaſure of you,f Surprize, while it is ſo 
artfully executed; nay, y ou have a farther De- 
light, from ehe private eh give to 
your own Judgment, in fo rig — the 
Concluſion ;-and' to this Nee y be attri- 
buted the Sueceſs of moſt Alle ond Writings 
— But here (in this Scene of the Quarrel in 
the Cid) is an important Action brought about, 
and you know not what it meahs, till it is over. 
Then indeed you ſee — What? Why, that the 
Hopes of the yeung Couples Wedding arc al 
blown up; like enough, but the Audience haye 
as yet no great "Reaſon to be concern'd ar it, 
they know: very Ittle of them. © Beſide, tlie 
Scene is half over before you know who the 
old Men are, or what their Quatrelling can ſig- 
nify; ſo that your Admiration cannot go along 
with the Performance, and your Attention is 
either loſt, or in pain, till the Author explains 
hinfelf'; Which is afterwards too late, your Ima- 
n is not #f leiſure to Took To far back for 
be Proptiety of what's paſt; you are then to be 
intent 
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intent upon what is to come, or elſe what you 
have ſeen, is but an Interruption. to what you- 
are to ſee ; the Caſe of many a modern Play : 
This Lazineſs, or want of Skill in an Au- 
thor, does not give an Auditor fair play for 
his Money, it will not let him ſee all the Play, 
nor is it enough to ſay, the Scene is notwith-. 
ſtanding Natural — — If you cannot fay it 
has Art, as well as Nature, you praiſe it bur 
by halves. 5 aaa) 

I cannot omit another Objection to the Cha- 
racter of the Count, who is ſo inſolent, fierce, 
and turbulently vain of his Merit, that he is bes 
low the Dignity of the Subject: Nor will his 
being a Spaniard excuſe it, they are all Spaniardi 
in the Play; and tho a ridiculous Pride is natu- 
ral to the Nation, we are not by that Rule to 
ſnew a Frenchman dancing, or a Dutchman drunk 
in a Tragedy. In ſhort, he is a mere Miles Glo- 
rioſus, and makes ſo diſagreeable a Figure, that 
we have much ado to think him an Object wor- 
thy of chat ſilial Regard and Duty which Chi- 
mene pays to his Memory. I therefore thought 
jt neceſſary, in higher Juſtification of her Sor- 
rows, > Virtue, to make him more Civiliz d 
and Rational in the Heroic Daughter; his ho- 
nourable and open Reconcilement to Alvarez: 
his generous, Compaſſion for the Diſtreſs of Car- 
los, whom he had reduc d to the Neceſſity of 


ſighting him: his Humanity and Honour (in 


caſe he fell by his Sword) in bequeathing him 


his. Daughter, were all attempted to give tho 
Audience, as well as Aimena, a more juſtiſiahle 
Regret for the Loſs of him The only Reaſes 
Corneille ſeems to have for making him fo brutal, 
is 
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is to introduce an unreaſonable Quarrel, from 
whence all the Diſtreſs of the Play was to riſe: 
T have likewiſe attempted to remove that Ob- 
jection, by grounding the Jealouſy and Reſent- 
ment of the Count upon the ſubtle Inſinuations 
of Sanchez, it being the immediate (tho diſho- 
nourable) Intereſt of his Love to Yimena, by 
any Artifice to obſtruct her Marriage with Car- 
los: This Expedient I thought would make the 
Count more excuſable in his violent Meaſures, 
and might remove the Odium that lay hard up- 
on him in the Cid, by throwing it upon Sanchex, 
whoſe Character here may better endure it. 
The next Scene of Moment that follows the 
Quarrel, is the Challenge, which is delivered 
with ſo vaunting a Boaſt by Rodrigue, that one 
would imagine he thought it firſt prudent to 
frighten his Enemy, before he fought him; and 
truly, by the Behaviour of the Count, he ſeems 
to have carried his Point; for after the Challenge 
is made, the Count as pleafantly evades it, by 
pretending to be offended with Rodrigues Pre- 
ſumption, in calling him to an Account. In 
ſhort, they debate ſo heartily, that you begin 
to loſe your Apprehenſion of its coming to Miſ- 
chief; for even after they ſeem both determin d, 
and going out, the Count is reſolv d to have 
rother Chance for reſuming the Debate, and 
ſays briskly to Rodrigue — Art thou ſo weary of thy 
Life ? But I think nothing can better expoſe 
the Abſurdity of the Queſtion, than the ſhrewd- 
Anſwer that is made to it, viz. What are you 
afraid to die > There is Reaſon in the Anſwer, 
but (between two Men of Honour) there could 
be'none for the Queſtion. | 
= 3 This 
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This ſort of Behaviour I could not be recon- 


cil'd to, and have taken the liberty, in the firſt 
ſix Lines of the Scene, to get the Challenge ac- 
cepted with the plain Language of a Man de- 
rermined : And tho' I could not allow them to 
expoltulate, while their Courage was only in que- 


' ſtion, yet I could not help thinking the Lover, 


in ſome part of the Scene, owed a Sigh or two 
to the Terrors of his Miſtreſs, and the certain 
Miſery his Honour was then going to reduce 
her to, which would have been ſtill unqueſtion- 
able, tho' his Regard to her had here So its 
laſt Effort to right his Injuries with a. bloodleſs 
Reparation : For tho he had before debated 
himſelf into a Reſolution of revenging them, 
yet nothing is more natural, than ro ſee Love 
turn back, and back again, for another laſt Adieu. 
I ſhall here beg leave to quote a few Lines from 
the Scene it ſelf, as the ſhorteſt Way of explain- 
ing how I have conducted it — When the Place 
of Meeting is juſt going to be appointed, Carlos 
ſtops ſhort—and ſays to the Count 


One Moment's reſpite for Ximena's ſake, (her 
She has not wrong d me, and my Heart would ſpare 
We both without a Stain to either s Honour, 
May pity her Diſtreſs, and pauſe to ſave. her. 

Nor need I bluſh, that I ſuſpend my Cauſe, 
Since with its engeance, her ſure Woes are blended ; 
O lay not on her Innocence, the Grief . 
Of a mourn'd Father, or a Lover's Blood ! 
0-! ſpare her Sighs, prevent her ſtreaming Tears, 
Stop this Effuſion of my bleeding Honour, ] 
And heal, if poſſible, its Wounds with Peac e. 


To 
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To all which, when the Count is immoveable, 
and grows at laſt impatient of his Reproaches; 
then Carlos recovers to his Honour, and breaks 
out as follows ——— | 


£ 


=. 
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-O'!- give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame, 
That I may meet thee with retorted Scorn, 

And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance; 
[Tet no—withhold it ! take it to acquit my Love, 
That Sacrifice was to Ximena due : | 
-Her helpleſs Sufferings claim d that Pang ; and ſince 
iT cannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 
Thus my rack d Heart pours forth its laſt Adieu, 
And makes Libation off its bleeding Peace : 
Farewel dear injur d Softneſs — Follow me. 


| 

N 
i 
i 


After the Place of Meeting is appointed, Car- 
los troubles you with no more of his Love, than 
by utrering with a Sigh, as he goes out, 


Which had ſo compaſſionate an Effect upon 
our Engliſh Hearers, that if his Love was then 
a Weakneſs, it was ar leaſt ſuch a one, as they 
heartily forgave him. 

The next Scene of the Infauta, (who is al- 
ways dropping in, like cold Water upon the 
Heat of the main Action) is for that Reaſon 
again left out; our difference otherwiſe is not 
material, till the King receives Notice of the 
Counts being kill d by Rodrigue, which is fo 
ſlightly related, or to uſe Corneillè s own Words, 
Saus aucuus Narration touchante, and receiv'd with 
ſo little Surprize or Curioſity, ro know any 
pL Circum- 


ſo juſtly given riſe co its Fame: The fluctuating 
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Circumſtances of the Action, . thar upon my firſt 
reading the French Play, I fcarce knew whether 
I was to believe him dead, or no. I have there- 
fore endeavour d, in the Heroick Daughter, to 
awaken the Audience, by. making that Relation 
more ſolemn and particular, and to prepare the 
Probability of the Cataſtrophe, which I ſhall bet- 
ter account for in its Place: But in the laſt Scene 
of this ſecond Act it muſt be allow'd, the Cid 
begins to ſeize upon the Heart of the SpeRator, 
and this is one of rhoſe grear Beauties that have 


Pity, that is ſo finely perplex'd between the 
Tears of a pious Daughter, and the venerable 
Sorrows of a Father: The happy Skill of 
throwing them both, in the ſame inſtant, at the 
King's Feet for Juſtice and Mercy; and with 
Pretenſions ſo equally laudable, is an Incident 
which few Tragedies, either Ancient or Modern, 
cas boaſt of. The only liberty I have taken 
with this Scene, is in making the Father plead 
with more Reſignation, and rather to truſt his 
Cauſe to its ſimple Merirs, than thoſe of his 
own paſt Services. 2 e 

The next Act opens with Rodrigues appearing 
in the Apartment of his Miſtreſs, where he leſ- 
ſens his Character, by juſtifying his Honour to 


her Servant: After Chimexe too is left alone with 
the ſame Servant Elvire, ſhe throws away a 
great many fine Sentiments upon that pra- 


ting Creature, who has no Senſe of them, but 
endeavours to comfort her by vulgar Advice, 
which makes Chimene inexcuſable to hear: be- 
ſide the main Action cools in the Converſation: 
This is avoided in the Heroict Daughter, by 
10 making 
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making Belzara the third Perſon in theſe two 
Scenes, who has an Intereſt in ſerving Carlos, 
vet never is mean or diſhonourable in her at- 
tempting it. But the next Scene makes us am- 
ple amends for: all we may have juſtly found 
uin) f 

The Meeting of Rodrigue and Chimene, throws 

us into a Tenderneſs chat is irreſiſtible: This In- 

ccident gives the Cid as fair an Aſſurance of be- 
ing Immortal, as any modern Poetry can hope | 
for. There is ſomething ſo amiable in the De- | 
ſpair of Rodrigue, in his natural Diſregard of his 
Safety, for the reſiſtleſs Pleaſure of ſeeing his 
Miſtreſs: and we are apt to be ſo ſeiz d with 


the inſtant Idea of her tender Paſſion breaking 
through her filial Obligations ro purſue him, that 
at the firſt ſight of them it is impoſſible, for an 
atteprive Auditor, not to feel the moſt agree-„ 
able Tranſport and Aſtoniſhiment: And ſince the 
Incident is Corneilles, and not mine, it may be ] 
no Vanity to ſay, this Effect was evident from ( 
the hurry and buſy Murmur chat ran throu i 
the Audience at its firſt Preſentation in London. L 
And it would indeed be a Reflection on our 
Engliſh Taſte, to ſuppoſe we could be leſs ſenſi- 
ble than our Neighbours, of ſo palpable an Ex- 
cellence: For Corneille ſpeaking- of the Recep- 
tion of this Scene in Paris, ſays, : 
Qu alors que ce malberenx. amant ſe preſentoit 
devant elle, il selevoit un certain Fremiſſement 
dans ; [ Aſſemblee, quz .marguozt. ane Curiofite mer- t 
veilleuſe. & un retoublement attention pour ce 
7 apoient d ſe dire dans an eat fi pitoya- 
2. 1 * 5 $45 ak 5 8 N mopert Er Let 
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But allowing it all this Admiration, I have 
ſome Reaſons to offer (to better Judgment) why 
the Conduct of this Scene in the Heroict Daugh- 
ter, is not implicitly form'd upon the Model of 
that in the Cid: I cannot but think, that Ro- 
drigue's entring with an Anſwer to the laſt Words 
of Chimene, muſt be unnatural, if you don't 
ſuppoſe him to have liſten'd at the Door to her 
private Diſcourſe ; and tho tis poſſible moſt of 
our modiſh Criticks may own they would have 

liſten' d in his Condition, yer that is no Proof, 
that liſt ning, efpecially in another Perſon's 
Houſe, is not always the Effect of Meanneſs, 
IIl-Manners, or Treachery ; T therefore thought 
it more reaſonable to let him approach her in 
a mute ſubmiſſive Addreſs, and to give him 
Time for it, have thrown Aimena into a re- 

| __ Aſtoniſhment the Moment ſhe ſees 

im: Corneille after ſome fine Touches of their 
Diſtreſs, ſuffers him to proceed in Excuſe of his 
Offence, in which he ſeems roo fond of ſhew- 
ing the Man of Honour, and the harſh Terms he 
uſes in his Juſtification, are tooChoquant for the 
Ear of an injur d Miſtreſs. Theſe are his Words, 


„ Car enfin neattens pas de mon Affection, 
Un liche repentir d une bonne Action. 


-» 
C 


And a little farther: 2 
5 oy Je le ferois encore, | 11 Favois 2 le faire.- 
ö This laſt Line is omitted in the Heroic Daugh- 
8 ter, and the firſt are ſoften d by only ſaying, 
; * — How ſhall I repent me of a Crime, 


.& Which uncommited had dęſerv d thy Scorn? 
„ 
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I have endeavour d in the ſame. Speech to 
make his Crime more pitiful, by his pleading 
the Regard he had to her Peace, in firſt endea- 
vouring to reduce her Father into a Temper, 
that might have ended their Difference with a 
leſs fatal Reparation; and it ſeems to heighten 
the Diſtreſs of Aimena, when you ſee her Heart 
is full, and conſcious of the Obligation. 
After Chimene has anſwer d his Plea, in the 
moſt ſublime Sentiments of her filial Duty to 
purſue him for her Father's Death, Rodrigue in- 
ſiſts, that her own Hand alone ought. to ſatisfy 
her Vengeance ;, have here made bold to ſhort- 
en their Arguments upon this. Point, which 
ſeem a little too near the Romantick, and have 
ſubſtituted one, that I. thought more agreeable 
to Nature, where Carlos ſays, 


„ - A : 


Let not the Wretch once honour d with thy Love, © 
Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy Arms, 
Be dragg d a'publick Speclacle tu Juſtic,/, 


9 2#- 


To draw the iriſome Pity of a Cromd, {Yu 
Ichs may with vulgar Reafon, call thee Cruel; 
My. Death-from-thee will-elevate thy Vengeance, 
And ſhew, like mine, thy Duty ſconn d Aſiſtauce. 
But the greateſt, Omiſſion in this Scene, is that 
Chimene ſo far forgets her filial Duty, as to take 
no Precaution, not ſo much as his Word of Ho- 
nour, that Rodrigue ſhall appear to anſwer his 
Crime to tlie Law]; ſhe is indeed concern d for 
her Reputation, and on that Account only de- 
ſires him to leave her; her laſt Concern, when 
they part at the End of the Scene, i 
Et ſar tout Garde lien, gu an Te woye- 
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This makes their Meeting look too like a ma- 


dern Intrigue, I havetherefore endeavour d to give 


her a better Reaſon for releaſing him; when he 
reproaches her with watit of Love, in refuſing 


his Deſire to fall by her Hand, ſhe replies = ) 


Can Hate have Part in Interviews like thin? 


Art thou not now within my Power. to ſeize ?;. 


Tet Ill releaſe thee, Carlos, on thy Ward, | 
Give me thy Word, that on the Morrom g Noon 
Before the King, in Perſon thou wilt anſwer, - | 


Aud take the Shelter of the Night to leaue ne. 


I do not fee how the Scene could poſſibly be 
ſaid to have a juſt Concluſion, but by tliis mu- 
tual Diſcharge of their Duty for the preſent: 
And when Carlos had given his Honour to ap- 
pear, then indeed there is a more pardonable 
and. natural Excuſe for the Tenderneſs they fall 
into; which tho the Reader muſt be chatm'd 
with. ing the Original, L have ventur d to alter, 
to make them more agreeable to the Spectator. 

The next Scene breaks into the Streèt, where 
the Father of Rodrigut is wandting up and 
down alone, in Search of his Sen; à very 
ſlender Mark of his Wiſdom, and puts one in 
Mind of a Vulgar Saying - Zo lool for a Needle, 
& c. Nay, hel does all this, tho he bas Five 


Hundred Friends in his Houſe! (whom he had 


drawn together to vindicate the 'Cauſe' of his 
Honour) waiting for him; and there is no Excuſe - 
appeatsfor his leaving them alone, or why ſome 
do not attend him Abroad: Where he entertains 
the Audience with à long Account (which he 
gives to himſelſ) of his Condition, in pointed 
Conceits, and quaint Antitheſes, that would be 
wil. 7 MS much 
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much prettier in an Epigram At laſt he meets 
with his Son, with whom he falls into a tedious 
Argument; and to comfort his Sorrow for the Loſs 
of his Miſtreſs, tells him there are more Women 
than Ximena, and would have him ſhew the 
Greatneſs of his Heart, in ſhaking off its Weak- 
neſs for her: This ſeems unpardonable, and 
ſtains the Character of the Father; for to ſup- 
poſe him capable of changing his Miſtreſs, takes 
away Half the Merit of” the Son's having re- 
veng d his Honour; which, had he not inviola- 
bly loved her, had only ſhewn his Courage 
in common with othet Men. The Anſwer the 
Son makes him, indeed is truly Great, which 
it might eaſily be, when he had ſo diſhonoura- 
ble a Thought to oppoſe; ſo that the one 
Speech is only fine from the othews being im- 


proper, I might ſay unnatural : This Scene ſeem si 


extremely cold, after the Spirit and warm Paſſion 
in tlie preceding One: Care ſhould be always 
taken in ſuch Caſes not to ſuffer the Attention 
to languiſh, but (as Horace ſays— Semper ad e- 
ventum feſtinet) when the Subject will not ſuffer 
us to exceed what is gone before, we ſhould at 
leaſt keep; our Hearers awake, by being buſy 
about new. Matter and Action, plainly neceſſary 
to carry on. the Story of the Play. All that 
ſeems uſeful in this Scene, is the laſt Speech of 
it, which is the only One, that is taken into 
the Heroic Daughter: There Alvarez appears 
at the Head of his Friends in his own Houſe, 
where his Son may be ſuppos'd with more Pro- 
bability to come to him. But Corneille honeſtly 

tells us in his Examen of the Cid, that the Rea- 
lon, why he. did not bring on Don Diegue ** 

ke - 4 is 
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his Friends about him, was becauſe thoſe Per- 
ſonages are generally ſupply'd by aukward Fel- 
lows, and Candle-Snuffers— A miſerable Sign 
of the Lowneſs of the French Theatre, when ſo 
great an Author is forc d to reſtrain his F ancy, 
and to commit an Abſurdity, to make his Play 
fit for the Stage Bur this not being our Caſe 
here, I had the Liberty of Writing, as Well as 1 
could. After Corneille has done his Scene, I 
have given the Son a Soliloquy, that 1 thought 
would be a ne- Motive to che Oompaſſio on of 
the Audience; if your Curioſity is a5 Warm as 
my Vanity could wiſh it, you will no turn to 
ir at the End of the'Foarch Ac. 
The Two laſt Acts of tlie Cid, ri? in Na- 
ture, they may be finely” written, 'fole Half 
their Force for Want of Art: All thöfe great 
Sentiments which Chimene utters to the Infinta 
in the Beginning of the Fourth Act, ats impto- 
per in that Place; for ſhe is not only argn 9015 
ber-Cuin uh one” Wat has nothin ro do vi 
it, but ſhe is mere  ralkins while 
doing ; we are impatieht for the Tue of 8950 5. — 
peal to the King, 3 it is no Excuſe to ef 
Hearer, that the King's Daughter ſtops her by 
the Way, when it was in the Poet's Choice to 
have ſent the King's Daughter to Prayers, or any 
other Employment in he mean Time In thort, 
che Author feems to Want Matter for 'Two AQ! 
more, 'ahd is teduc'd to theſe Shifts to giye* 
Audience full Meaſure: fot their Money: 2 


che Heroict Daughter, baving a whole Fick Ac 


added before hs Action ofthe Cid begins, „ Of 
Conſequence transfers the Third Act of the 


French Play into the * of the Buglifß, * 
| 2. whie 
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which: Expedient, the neceſſary Matter of the 
Two laſt Acts of the One; are eaſily contain d 
in the ſinglo Fifth Act of the Other: 


The next Prolixity the Cid entertains us with, 


is. the King's ſolemn Reception of Rodrigue after 
his Pefeat of the Moors; which let it be never 
ſsiuſtiy duc to the Merit of the Action, yet 
Nox. thing erat his locus. All this moves us not, 
2nd, might have been ſuppos d, or relarcd. only, 
that the more immediare Buſineſs of tlie Play 
mighe have come forward, as is attempted in 
the, ZHeroick Darghstrs”) 407 i or Bi 21 
.,;Behidey/ the making Rodrigue to give gan c- 
count of his on Victory, muſt eicher leſſer che 
Agion, gt his Characker - Any Fend, chat 
waß a Well-Wiſher co/his Intereſt, muſt ełrtainly 
haye been a more propet Herald of lus Fame: 1 
hays. therefore made Alones give the Particulars 
of this, glorious Seryice to his Country, and. 
oyght the Audience would: be berter pleas d, 
il ie were given 89: Aieua, that they / might at 

the ſama Inſtant iſpe che new Conflict it muſt na- 
rurally,jraiſe;herween her Paſſion and ber Duty: 
For tho the Ag is in the, Play th Perſon moſt 
concern d to hegt it, yet the Ggectarur is moſt 
concern that, Ame. nould hear it and it of- 


ends not eicher-Mangers;: or Prübaböliry, chat 


the King is ſuppos dis have heard idchefore.-- 
When @himenererntog.co Court fot Juſtice, rhe 
King, in Hopes to dppeaſt her, has a Mind firſt 
_ to, make 2 Diſcevery of her Paſſicu! and cun- 
ningly.tells her, that her Deſire:.of Vengeance 
is anſwer q. for Rodpigue is dead of qus Wounds 
at which Ghimene fainuog, his Majeſty fairly bires 
her, owns he is aliye, and eliat he W d 
tit "2x" © 


a” 
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ſhe has no Mind to hurt him— This Fineſſe t; 
needleſs, and ill becomes the Gravity of th: 
Subject: There is nothing of it in the Herz 
Daughter. © be” heals 7 YES 
Well! when all will not do, when ſhe finds 
it is ſo hard to make the King more ſenſible of 
her private Wrongs, than of her Lover's late 
Service to rhe Publick, ir is indeed Time To 
make her loſe her Senſes, for then, poor Lady ! 
ſhe demands the Combat, and is forc'd to call 
her Vanity and Falſhood to the Aſſiſtance of her 
Duty, by propoſing her Perſon as a Reward” ro 
any Gentleman that would be the Champion of 
her Cauſe, if ke prov'd Viftorious: This is ſa- 
crificing her Paſſion to her Duty with a Venpe- 
ance: What an unconſblable Figure would ſhe 


have made, if no Body had taken up the Cud- 


. 


gels! tis well ſhe knew ſhe was Handſome; or 
thin might really have heen the Caſe; but to 
be e ee ee e 
I thought it much more decent and natural, 
when ſhe was in this Extremity, to let Sanchez, 
who had before offer d his Service, rake this 
fair Occaſion of ſtepping into her Aﬀſiſtance; tis 
he, therefore, that in Ximena's Name demands 
the Combat, and that ſhe might not have the 
Guilt of flattering him with ho leaſt Hope, as 
a Lover, he is made even to diſguiſe che Mo- 
tive to it with his pretended Friendſhip for her 
late Father : The, King's, granting the Combat, 
and the neceſſay Orders abour it, canclude the 


- 


Fourth Ack of the CIT. 
The Fifth Act begins with, Rodrigues Abrupt- 
ly Viſiting Chimene, without Leave or, Excule, 
before he was going er And * 
N ＋ — 


xl 3 To the READ E R: 
her firſt-Words ſhe pretends to be ſhock d at his 
Appearance, yet he takes no Notice of it, but 
goes on with his Buſineſs, and ſhe as inſenſibly 
inks into Mildneſs and Temper to hear it: 
Here they ſeem too Declamatory, and Roman- 
tick, which I have endeavour d to avoid by 
giving a more ſpirited Turn to the Paſſions, and 
reducing them nearer to common Life; and the 
Expedient that introduces the Interview it ſelf, 
is, I hope; upon a more pardonable Foundati- 
on: For to make theſe Two Acts into One, in 
rhe Heroiot Daughter, it was but to contrive 
this Scene naturally to follow the laſt, without 
leaving the Stage Vacant, which is effected by 
the King's giving Carlos Leave to take his Fare- 
well of. Aimena before his going to the Combat; 
and thus her hearing him, while her Friend Bel-- if - 
zara is preſent, bh. in the Court, ſeems more 
excuſeable, than her receiving his Viſit in open 
Day, in her private Apartment: And that your 
Patience might not :languifh, the Combat im- 
mediately - follows his parting from ure and 
tho you ſee nothing of that Engagement on the 
Stage, yet your Imagination all the while en- 
joys it in the Alarms and Terrors of Aimena, 
which upon every diſtant Sound of the Trum- 
pet ſhe is differently thrown into; And I have 
always. abſerv'd, that when any thing of Mo- 
ment is heard to be doing from behind, that has 
a warm Effect upon the Actors in Sight, it 
ſeems, to give a double, Delight to, the Au- 
dience: This Incident is entirely my ow 
and yer I. flatter my, ſelf, not the leaf! 
Artful in that Play. The Return of Sanchez 
Han is Combat. too, is here prepajed hi 


ol ſuc 
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ſuch Circumſtances, as might more probably lead 
Ximena into the Miſtake of his —— the Vi- 
Cor ; but all this is languidly interrupted in the 
Cid, by making the Tnfanta's melancholly Paſ- 
ſion break into the-warmeſt Connection of the 
Story; and Chimene too, for want of having her 
Imagination ſtir d with ſuch various Notice of 


from her Obligation to e as the 


improbable, hüt needleſsly carries. her Miſtake 


In, the 


Ss ff + % * 6 + ft ww +44 F# >» 


eyen ſuffers not Carlos to approach her, wich- 


1 n NE AD ER 


out Leave — And now we come to tlie laſt Con- 

flict of her Heart, which concludes in a Reſo- 
lotion nor to truſt her Love in Sight of him 
that kad kilFd Her Father,” but to ſhüt her Sot- 
rows from the World in a Cloiſter: And T am 
6f Opinion, it was impoſſible under ſuch Mis- 
forttties to diſpoſe of lier othetwiſe, without 
breakirig into e Laws of Honour and Vir- 


tue. Well!” bit co you grant me this, we are 


here ſtill at 4 LG this ca be ho abſolute 
Concluſion of th Play Y, we Matter ſtands 050 
25 it did Thtes AKs ago, the Tober wete p 

ed then, nd all we 5 dane with them nes 
comes to nh lors!" Cornerlts feemms to be plung- 


much bettet Have Pärtedd them for ever, 


. Wretched" a Violation of Chimes e's Character; 
In ſhort, 'his;Expedicht comes to n more than 
this, That the; 5; e hex Leave, for DS: 


& way FI. wy AMS # Year fat 

SA Tf ie obli ies her. 190 ta- 
cit! Haw 980 1750 190 0 as, kill. 
ed, 5 A 40 a ae Fable Actien 
ee: Jute d, bY but tying e befots 


4 Tee far eels th wi "bat 6 Gn Way in . 


Nature, ro hrihs them decently to zether, which 

Was by remcdving“ t v4 Fur 115 12 Cate 0 
telt Sepatation? herofote Without offending 
Niathre or Prob Aye © 1955 b the Father 
of” e r of 3 Is, 1 ſee..no 
Reaſon, why. 7 108 not in. Ho- 


nour congt Net cir His dale e ba: 
ive, and theſe He- 


roick 


pointer Story is inſtrü 


, 


edi in this Difficuſty, and in m humble Opinion 
khan hare 5 opght, then opt, with ſo 


A. wo oo = 3 —— pq r 0 md 42> ac 6. 4 oats. Ea 
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roick Lovers ſtand at laſt Two fair Examples of 
rewarded Virtue: But it is nom Time to con- 
clude. 01390000 45 n bolton 

| Notwithſtanding; all our critical Amendments, 
it muſt be allow d, that the ficſt Happineſs of a 
Tragick Writer depends on his Choice of a pro- 
per Subject, without That his Art and Genius 
are but miſemploy d: If therefore chere be any 
thing more than my not being a ſufficient Ma- 
ſter of Stile, that could make the Heroic Daugh- 
ter leſs ſucceſsful than the Cid, I can allow: it 
might be likewiſe owing to the Subject, of 
which perhaps the chief Characters are too ſe- 
verely Virtuous, for the Homeſpun Morals of 
our Eugliſbp Audience: Whereas: the French run 
into the other Extreme; with them your Hero 
muſt be Virtuous even to Romante, or he is 
inſufferable; bur:Good Nature is ſo diſtinguiſh- 
ing a Charactetiſtick of tha Ergliſb, chat the 
French have no Word to expreis iir: And the 
Perſons that Me bſten Pie in dur Plays, 4 
Freach Critick woulditell you auglit to be Hang. 
ed. by Poetical q uſtice. But we are ſo renders 
hearted, that let this Characters of our Trages 
dies be never ſd Criminal, yet if. you! can 
make them penitent and miſerable, reſign'd and 
humble in their Afflictions, we forger all tliwit 


old Faults, take them immelliãtely ũato Favour, 


and the Hankerehie& of a whole Audience ſhalt 
be wet with-cheit: Misforrunes::: This Eſfect id 
frequent at the Tragedy of Vuice Nrnſerv d w/ here 
Jaffeir; after having-been/a-Cantpirator! againſt 
his Country from a private *Revenge;' aftor his 
betraying that Conſpiracy, and the Life of his 
deareſt'Friend, from the Importunities of a * 

whom. 


xliy Jo the READER. © 
whom his Weakneſs could not reſiſt, yet makes 
his Peace with the Audience at laſt, and dies 
ſurrounded with their Compaſſion: I am there. 
fore convinc d, that Criminal Characters fo 
artfully conducted, have much the Advantage 
of the Perfect and Blameleſs; and pe *tis 
the Narrowneſs of the French Genius, that would 
never let their beſt Authors: attempt to raiſe Com- 
paſſion upon ſuch bold and natural Foundations. 
But on the other Side, it would be hard to in- 
fer from hence, that Characters nearer to Per- 
fection ought not as well to appear the Princi- 
pals of Tragedy: Both Carlos and Aimena have 
their Imperfections, and I allow are moſt to be 
pity d, when they are leaſt able to reſiſt them; 
- cannot therefore but inſiſt; that the Cid has all 


the Greatneſs, Dignity, andDiſtreſs in the Sub- 


ject, that Traped y requires ʒ and tho it may have 
had too many Hearers of an uncultivated Taſte, 
— ̃ — —U— yet ifFilial 
Duty, Love, and Honour in the higheſt Inſtances 
of. Self- denial, are not imaginary "Virtues, then 
certainly alli its Structures ate upon exalted Na- 
ture: Let the conimon Practice of Mankind be 
What it will, it is not Unnatural to be Virtuous; 
and it ought. to be more commendable to: pity 
the Misfortunes of the Virtijous; than of thoſe, 
ho owe theit Diſtreſs to their immediate Cri- 
minal Condułt. But J am nottvithſtanding wil- 
ling to compound for the Inference, by grant- 
ing, that when a capable Genius ſets himſelf to 
Mork, there may juſtly be Room for d 
upon either Foundation. q & mo Wave! 
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Is oft in form d Aſſemblies n the Fair, 
We ſtrait-lac'd Prude will no looſe Paſſion bear, 
I Beyond ſet Bounds no Lover muſt addreſs, 
CORES But ſecret Flame in diſtant Sighs expreſs 3 
Je if by Chance ſome gay Coquet fails in, 1 
7 75 Murmur breaks the ſilent Scene, 
Each Heart reliev'd by her enliv ning Fire, 
Feels eaſy Hope, and unconfin'd Defire ; 
Thea ſhuddering Prudes with. ſecret Envy burn; 
And treat the Fops, they could not catch, with Scorn. 
So Plays are valued ; not confin'd to Rules, 
Thoſe Prudes, . the Criticks call them, Feaſts for Fools | 
And if an Audience gainſt thoſe. Rules is warm d. ? 


we 


Or by the lawleſs — of Genius charm d, We | 
Their whole Confederate Body is alarm d: + 

Then every Feature's falſe, thaugh ne er ſo raking, | 

The Heart's deceiv'd, though tis with Pleaſure akangs 

They lt prove your Charmer s not agreeable: Ts Ty WO 

Thus far d it with the Cid, Fam d Corneille : 

In France 'twas charg'd with Faults were paſt endings. 

But ſtill bad Beauties that were ſo aluring,.. 

It rais'd the Envy of the grave Richlieu, ©. + 

And Spite of his Remarks,. cram'd Houſes drew: k | 

Of this Aſſertion if the Truth you'll hw, | + 
Two Lines will prove it from the great Boileau :- | 
En vain contre le Cid un Miviftre fe ligue, .. N | 
Tour Paris pour Chimene a les yeux de Rodrague. - 
In vain againſt the Cid the Stateſman arms, 
Paris with Rodrick feels Ximena's Charms. 

This proves, when Paſſion truly wrought appears, « 

In Plays imperfect, 'twill command your Tears: 
Tet think not from what's ſaid, we. Rules deſpiſe, 
To raiſe your Wonder from A fa rdities; =_ 
As France improv'd it from-the Spaniſh Pen, 

We hope, new Britiſh, tis imprev d An! Lad 2 


— 


The Father's Death till left f 


Pao vx. 
And though e bas long Rem d Dead,. a? 
Yet having alt her awful Head, > WII 
To Nabe wit 105 ins and Coft we Bumbly ſtrive FORE; 29m 
To keep the Spirit of that Taſte alive: 

5 if, like Phaeton, in Corneille's 


unequal Muſe unhappily ſhould 
3 Te eaſt 


you own from glorious Height? ſhe (. Fi & 


And there's 85 Merit in er well. 


E P 


110 6 0 E. 
e. | 


Well, Sirs! | 
E 79 _ M ane 0 tell mY ler my Nin are over, 


_ Ive ſeen Papa, and bade ſecur d my Lover: 

2 Wh And troth Im wholly on our Authors Side, © 
se had (as Corneille made him) Gormaz #% 
My Part bad ended as it firſt begun, | 
And left me ſtill unmarry d, and undone, | 7 
Or, what were harder far, than Both--- A Nun. 


' The French, for Form indeed,” puſt pones the * 


But gives "ber Hopes-within a 2 of Blading. 

Time could not tye her — Kine with Honour, 
Guilt npon her: 

The Frenchman opt ther in that forc d Regard, 

The bolder Briton weddi her in Reward; . 

He knew your Tafte wou'd ne er endure their Billing 


bon d be ſo long defer d, when both were willing: 
Tour formal Dom & Spain an Age wigh gr wait, 


But Engliſh Apperingy bars 
'Tis true, this Difference we horn fr Herder, | 


That though 4 Han, vou begin be Lover, : of 7 


your Fury ſoon Is over. 


Jo do you Rig 
Beſide the S = thas chang d, ebis Morat bears, 


That Vertue never o Relief deſpa 1 
But while true Love 3s ſtill in Plays ill-fated, 


No Wonder you gay Sparks of Pleaſure hate it; 


Bloodſhed diſcourages what ſhould delight you, 


| 40 from a Wife, what little Rubbs will fright you? And 


5 


0 
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And Virtue not conſider d in the Bride 
How ſoon you yawn and curſe the Knot you've ty d? 
How oft the Nymph, whoſe pity ing Eyes give Quarter, 
Finds in her Captive ſhe has caught a Tartar d 
While to her Spouſe that ance ſo high did rate herr, 
She kindly gives Ten Thouſand Pounds to hate ber.. 
So on the other Side ſome fighing Swain — 
That languiſhes in Love whole Tears in vain, 
Impatient for the Feaſt, reſolves he'll have her, T Þ/ 
And in his Hunger vows hell eat for ever; © * 
He thinks of nothing bat the Homy- Nds £2002 
But little thought he could have winid ſa ſock > 
Is not this true? Speak: Dearys of the Pit, e ez 
Don't you find too, haw borribly you're Big > © | 
For the Inſtruction therefore be Nie, : 
Our Author turns his juſt Cataſtrophe: D n 00. 
Before you wed. let Lone be underſto l. 
Refine your Thoughts; and chaſe it from the Blood, 
Nor can you then of lafling Joys deſpair, © — 
TL, ac 


For when that Circle holds the Britiſh Fair, 
Tour Hearts may find Heroich, Daughters there. 
dae kr _ 
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Don Ferdinand. King of Caftille... Mr. Mills. 
His late General, 

Don dee, 3 an and Father of Ms hee 
Don Carlos. 

Don Gormaz, (The preſent Ge-) 

Count of Ger neral, 'and 80 Mr. Booth. 


max. ( ther of Yimena. 
Don Carlos. 2 Love with —_ Mr. Wilks. 


His — Rival, 
tho lately be- 
troth'd to Bel. 
zara. 


Don. Alonzo. COM of 


Dorickareza, Cour. : 
A OW”. 1 


— 


Don Sanchez. Mr. Elrington. 


Mr. Thurmond. 
. 5 Me. Boman. 


me BY 
— to ger "Mrs. 01dfield. 


MAZ. 


Her Friend forſa- 
ken by DonbMs Porter. 
Sanchez. 


The SCENE 
The Royal Palace iti Seville. | 


The Action with fuch Praiſes to the King, 


Heroick. . gn 
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Alvarez wy "OS | 140 I 
| Cliance! ha, and with t 

' Gurma fie! Unt 
My Fee! The Ki, oF ehj6 

Ire 'Taydit thou? 0 jougs 
Let me not think thou cauldit'4 de. 
ſcegq to ask it: 54 
Take heed,” my Son, not” e 

8 Daughter; Ejes 2 1963 901 | 

Succeed i in whit'the Fathers Sword has fail'd; '- - 12 


Since F to Age have ſtood his Hate unmnovd,  ,. 
Be nor thou vanquiſh'd by her Female Wiles, OL we 


Nor ſtain thy Honour with inſulted Eove. 

Car. O taint not with fo hard a Thought her Veirid; > 
Which ſhe has prov'd' ſincere, ſrom Obligations 
'Tis to her Suit, Loe my late Advancement. © - * 1 
You know, my Lord, the Fortung of this Sword - 7 
Redeem'd her from the Moore, her late the it Capi W 11 
For which, at her return t Court, {he Twell'd © 5 
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He bad her name the Honours cou'd reward | r "mM 3 4 
She, tonſcious of our Houſes Hate, ſorpriz'd, 25 7 ma yo 
And yer diſdaining thar her Heart fen d fall i it 
In Thanks below the Benefit receivd;+ 1 


N with th Occaſion, begg'd bis Royal Ear . 
ch B Word — 


= The HE®O OR DaVvEnTer, 
ibaa an wa HK the wext Her Father, 


The King comply d, and with 2 Sende iniflfted, 1 
Thar from aaa. fair Hand 1 Qzon'd worive  . | 
The Grace. This forc'd m then wilt r: 
To . 3 2 2 
Miphr tire, at not — Fe. 
2 Nor ſo, my Carlo;, but 1 | 
Car. In brief ; 7 
The Queen, who now in higheſt Favour holds | 
The fair X;mena, ſoon perceiv'd our Paſſion, 
Approv'd and cheriſh'd it ; our Houſes Diſcord 
She knew of old, had often ſhook the State; 
Whereon ſhe kindly to the King pes propos.d ON 
This happy Union, as the ſole Ex dient 
To cure thoſe Wounds, and fortify his Throne: 
Nay, ſhe, Ximena, if I know her Thoughts, 
Chiefly ro that Regard reſigns her Heart. 
O! ſhe diſclaims, contemns her Beauty's Power, 
And builds no Merit but on ſtable Vertue. 
On If fo, I ſhou'd indeed applaud ber Spirit. 
ar. Oh! had you fearch'd her Soul like me, you would 
Repoſs your Life, your Fame, upon her Truth. 4% 
Alu. On thee at AS I 
Thou lov'ſt thy Honour equal to Vm, 
And to that Guard I dare commit thy _ 
Keep bur that Union ſacred·— 
. Scorn, 
May your Diſpleaſure, Ximena's 
Vote their Force to torture me with Shame: OY 
Bur ſee! ſhe comes! her Eye, my Lord, has reach d you 


enters, 
Mark her Comin, the Softneſs of ber Fear, 
O ercaſt with Doubt and Diffidence to meet you; ; | 
One gentle Word from you;wou'd chace the Cloud, { 
"And er forth all rhe Luſtre of ber 2 
Alv. Hail fair Ximena — beaureous ightneſs, bail, 
* Prapirious be this Meeting to us all, 
With equal Joy and Wonder I ſurvey Thee, 
How lovely's Vertue in ſo bright a Form! 
Thy Father's Fierceneſs all is loſt in thee ; 
Well have thy Eyes reproach'd our Houſes Jars, oy 
And calm'd the Tempeſts that have wreck'd our Peace; 
What we with falſe Reſentments but inflam d, 
Thy nobler Vertues have appeas d with Honour. 


. eee n. Nute 
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Dread Cor mag Heart, as chou ＋ touch d Alvarez. 
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Might dye theſe glowing Cheeks with crimſon Shame; 
Bur as they flow thus kindly from Alvare, | 
From the heroick Sire of my Deliverer, 

As you beſtow 'em, 'my exulting Hearr, 

Tho' undeſerv'd, receives with ſo the Sound: 

But for thoſe Vertues you aſcribe to me, 

Alas! = are but copy'd all from thence ; 

Carlos, I ſaw, was brave, victorious, great, 
Compaſſionate I am at beſt bur grateful — - 
Cou'd I be leſs 'reduc'd with Obligations ? 

Cou'd I retain our Houſe's ancient Hate, 

When Carlo, Deeds ſo greatly had forgot it? 

If Heav'n had will d our Fends ſhou'd never end; 

Ir wou'd have choſe ſome other Arm to fave me: 

Bur if irs kinder Proyidence decrees, v5.4 

Ximena's yielded Heart ſhou'd cure thoſe Ills, 

And bind our Paſſions in the Chains of Peace; 

Be witneſs chat all gracious Heay'n, I've gain d 

The End, the Haven of my Hopes on Earth, 

And fill 'd the proudeſt Sails of my Ambition. 

Alv. O Carlos! Carlos) we are both ſubdu'd! 
Where can ſuch heav'nly Sweetneſs find a Foe ? 
What Gormax. may reſolve, his Heart can tell, 

Bur mine no longer can reſiſt ſuch Vertue; 

His Pride perhaps may triumph o'er my Weakneſs, 
And wrong Ximena to inſult Alvarez : NT 
Be mine thar Shame, bur then be mtne this Glory.” [He joins _ 


| their Hands, 
That I ſurrender to his Daughter's Merit mt 
All that her Heart demands, or mine can give: 
If he's obdurate, ler her Wrongs reproach him. 
oy [Don Sanchez and Alonzo obſeruing em. 
No Thanks, my Fair; for boch or neither are | 
Oblig'd : Whatever may be due ro me, 
Ler Love, and mutual Bratimde repay. 
D. San. R to my Eyes! Alvarez joins their 
| C 


Alon. Forbear! is this is a Time * ? 
n, relieve 


* 


Apart; 


* 


D. San. Thou, that haſt Patience 
my Torture. | | 
Car. O Ximena ! how my Heart's oppreſs d with Shame, 
Thou giv'ſt me a Confuſion equal to = 
My Joy, I yer am Laggard in my Duty, 
I muſt deſpair to reach with equal Verrues 


C 4 _ The Hexoicx DavcHTER 
Po Vm. Thar Hope we muſt to Providence refign ; 
The King iatends this Day to found his Temper, 

Which; tho' ſevere, I know is generous, _ K 

In Honour great, as in Reſentments warm, - 

Fierce to the Proud, but to the Gentle Yielding 5; 

The Goodneſs of Alvarez, muſt ſubdue hig 
Alon. My Lord, I heard the King enquiring for you; 
Alv. Sir, I attend his Majeſty I thank 4. 0 
Vim. Saw you the Count; my Father, in the Preſence > 
Alon. Madam, I left him with the King this Inſtant, - 

Withdrawn to th' Window, and in Conference, = 
Mm. Twas his Command I ſhou'd attend him there. 

Alv. Come fair Ximena,. if thy Father's Ear | 
Inclines like mine, unprejudic d to | bear : 
His Hate ſubdu d will publick, Gund: regard, 
And crown thy Virgin Vertues with Reward, 
118 Exit. Alv. Car. Zim, 


D. San. Help me Alonzo, help me, or I fink, 
Th' Oppreſſion is too great for Nature's Frame, 
And all my Manhood reels beneath the Load ; _ 

O Rage: O! Torment of ſucceſsleſs Love! 
Alon. Alas! I warn d you of this Storm before, 
Yet you, incredulous and deaf, deſpis d it: 
But fince. your Hopes are blaſted in their Bloom, 

Since vow'd Ximena never can be yours. 
Forget the Folly, and reſume your Reaſon : | 
Recover to your Vows your Love betroth d. 
Return ro Honour, and rhe. wrong d Belzara, _ 

D. San. Why doſt thou ſtill obſtruct my Happineſs, 

And thwart the Paſſion, that has ſeiz d my Soul © 
A Friend ſnou d help a Friend in his Extreams, 
And not create, but diſſipate his Fears. FF 
Tis true, I ſee Ximena's Heart is given, 

Bur then her Perſon's in a Father's Power; 
He, I've-no Cauſe to fear, will flight my Offers; 
Thou know'ſt, th' Averſion that he bears Alvarez 
Bars like a Rock her Wiſhes from their Harbour: 
While Carlos has a Fear, ſhall I deſpair? 

Has not the Count his Paſſions too to pleaſe, 
And will he ſtarve his Hate to feed her Loves 
May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The fair Occaſion of my timely Vows, © 
To torture Carlos with a ſure Deſpair,  _ 

And force Ximena to aſſiſt his Triumph. 885 

Nay, the perhaps, when his Commands are fd. 
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In Pride of Vertue may reſiſt her Love, | 
Suppreſs the Paſſion, and reſign to Dury, Þ} _ 

Alon. Why will you rempr ſych Seas of wild Diſquier, 
When Honour courts you in a Calm to Joy? 

Belxara q Charms are yielded to your Hopes, 
Contracted to your Vows, and warm'd to Love; 
Ximena (carce has Knowledge of your Flame, 
Without Reproach ſhe racks you with Delpair, 
And muſt be perjur d cou d her Heart relieve you. 

D. San. Let her relieve me, I'I forgive the Guilt, 
Forget ir, ſmother in her Arms the Thought, 

And drowu the charming Falſhood in the Joy. 

Alon. What wild Extravagance of youthful Heat 
Obſcures your Honour, and deſtroys your Reaſon ? 

D. San. | am not of that Lifeleſs Mould of Men, 

That plod the beaten Road of vertuous Love; 
With me tis Joyous, Beauty gives Deſire, 
Deſire by. Nature gives Inſtinctive Hope; 

The Phænix Woman. ſets her ſelf on Fire, | 

Hope gives us Love, our Love makes them deſire, —_ £ 6 

And in the Flames. they raiſe, themſelves expire: 

Alon. Nor Love, nor Hope can give you here Succeſs, 

D. San. Let thoſe deſpair, whoſe Paſſions have their Bounds, 
Whoſe Hopes in Hazards, or in Dangers die: 
Shew me the Object worthy of my Flame, 

Let her be barr'd by Obligations, Friends. 

By Vows engag d, by Pride, Averſion, all 

The Common Lets, that give the Vertuous Awg, - 

My Love wou'd mount the tow'ring Falcon's Height, 
Cur thro them All, like yielding Air, my Way, 
And downwards dart me rapid on the Quarry. - | 

Alon. Farewel, my Lord, ſome other Time | erhapy 
This Rapture may ſubſide, and want a Friend; R 
I ſhail be glad ro adviſe, when you can hear. 

Bur ſee, Belzara comes, with Eyes confus'd, 

Thar ſpeak {ome new Diſorder in her Heart. 
Wou'd you be Happy, Friend, be Juſt ; preſerve 
Inviolate the Honeſt Vows you've made her. i 
Farewel,:] leave you to embrace th Occaſion, [Exit, 


8 Enter Belzara. | 
Bel. 1 come, Don Sanchez, to inform you orf 
A Wrong, chat near concerns our Mutu Honour 
Tis whiſper d thro the Court, that you retracdDtt 


Your ſolemn Vows by. Contract ſeal d to me.. 


5 The HEROITICK DAUGHTER: 
And with a perjur d Heart purſue mens 
Such falſe Reports ſhou'd periſh in their Birth: 
I've done my Honeſt Parr, and disbeliev'd 'em, 
Do your's, and by your Vows perform'd deftroy them: 
D. San. Madam, this render Care of me deſerves 
Acknowledgments beyond my Power to pay; 
But Vertue always is the Mark of Malice, 
Contempt the beſt Return that we can make it; 

Bel. Vertue ſhou'd have ſo ſtrict a Guard, as not 
To ſuffer ev'n Suſpicion to approach ir. "a 
For tho, Don Sanchez, I dare rhink you Juſt, 
Yer while the envious World believes you Falſe; 
J feel their Inſults, and endure the Shame. 

D. San. Malice ſucceeds when its Reporr's believ'd, 
Seem you to ſlight ir, and the Monſter's mute. 


Bel. I cou'd have hop'd ſome Cauſe ro make me flight it, 


This cold Concern to ſatisfy my Fears, 
Proclaims the Danger, and confirms them True: 
D. San. Then you believe me Falſe? 
Bel. Believe it! Heav'n! | 
Am I to doubt? What ev'n your Looks, your Words; 
Your faint Evaſions faithlesſly confeſs? | 
Ungrateful Man! when you berray'd my Heart, 
| You ſhou'd have taught me too to bear the Wrong. 
D. San. When Tears with Menaces relieve their Grief, 
They flow from Pride, nor Tenderneſs diſtreſt. 
Bel. Inſulting, horrid Thought! am I accus'd 
Of Pride complaining from a Breaking Heart?̃ 
D. San. Behold th unthrifry Proof of Woman's Love! 
Purſue you with the Sighs of faithful Paſſion, | 
You ftarve our pining Hopes with painted Coyneſs; 
Bur if our Honeſt Hearts diſdain the Yoke, | 
Or ſeek from ſweet Variety, Relief, 
Alarm d to loſe, what you deſpis d ſecure; 
\Your tremb ling Pride retracts its haughry Air, 
And yields to Love, purſuing when we fly. 
Theſe laviſh Tears when I deſery'd your Heart, 
Had held me fighing to be more your Slave; 
But to beſtow them when that Heart's broke looſe, 
When more I merit your Contempt than Love, 
Arraigns your Juſtice, and acquits my Falſhood. 
Bel. Injurious, falſe, and barbarous Reproach!; 
Have I with-held my Piry from your Sighs, ' © | 
Or us d with Rigour my once boundleſs Power? 
dm not rn by reſtify'd Conſen . 


1 
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By ſolemn Vows contracted, yielded your's 

But what avails rhe Force of Truth's Appeal, 

Where th' Offender is himſelf the Judge? 

Bur yer, remember, Tyrant, while you Triumph, 

I am Don Henrick's Daughter, whom you dare betray ; 

Henrick, whoſe fam d Revenge of injur'd Honour, 

Dares ſtep as deep in Blood, as you in Provocations: 
D. San. Since then your ſeeming Grief's with Rage celiey'd, 

Hear me wich Temper, Madam, once for all. 

You urge our ſolemn Contract ſworn, I own 

The Fact, but muſt deny the Obligation; 

"Twas not to me, but to a Father's Will, 

To Henrick's dread Commands your Pride ſubmitted: 

Since then your Merir's ro Obedience due, 

Seek your Reward from Duty, not from Sanchez: 

Your Slights ro me live yet recorded here, 

Nor can your forc'd Submiflions now remove them: 

Ximena's (ſofter Heart has rais'd me ro 

A Flame, that gives at once Revenge, and Rapture: 

How far Don Henrick may reſent the Change, 

I neither know, nor with Concern ſhall hear. 
Nay, truſt your injur d Patience to inflame him. 
Bel. Inhumane, vain Provoker of my Heart, 

I need not urge the Ills that muſt o ertake Thee, 
Thy giddy Paſſions will without my Aid 
Puniſh their Guilr, and to themſelves be fatal. 
Ximena's Heart is fixt as far above 
Thy Hopes, as Truth and Vertue from thy Soul. 
To her avenging Scorn I yield thy Love; | 
There, faithleſs Wretch, indulge thy vain Defires, 
And ftarve, like tortur d Tantalus, in Plenty; 
Gaze on her Charms forbidden to thy. Taſte, 
Famiſht and pining at the tempting Feaſt, 
Still rackt, and reaching at the flying Fair, : 
Purſue thy Falſhood, and embrace Deſpair. LExit, 
D. San. So raging Winds in furious Stormsariſe, 
Whirl o'er our Heads, and are when paſt forgotten. 
* 


Enter Alonzo; 2 
Alon, Why, Sanchex, are you ſtill reſolv'd on Ruin ? 
I mer Belzars in diſorder'd Haſte, | 
At Sight of me ſhe ſtopt, and wou d have ſpoke, 
Bur Grief alas was grown too ſtrong for Words: 
When turning from my View her mournful Eyes, 
She burſt int a Show r of guſhing Tears, 2 


8 The HEROIÜx DAUGHTER: 
And in the Conflict of her Shame retir d: 
O yet collect your Temper into Thought, 
And ſhun the Precipice that gapes before you; 
A Moment hence, convinc'd, your Byes will ſee 
Ximena parted from your Hopes for ever. 
D. San. Why doſt thou double thus my new dicqviea d 
For Pains foreſeen are ſelr before they come. 


ier King, Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos Ximena, Be! 


Alon. Behold the. King, Alvarez, and her Father, 
Be wiſe, tho late, and profit from the Iſſue: 

King. Count Gormaz you, and you Aluaiez, hear, 
Tho in the Camp your Swords, in Court your Counſel, | 
Hare juſtly rais d your Fame to envy'd Heights, 
Yer let me ſtill deplore your Race and you, ' 
That from a long Deſcent ot Lineal Hear, 
Your private Feuds as oft. have ſhook the State, 
And whats the Source of this upheld CY} 
Alas! the ſtubbarn Claim of ancient Rank, 
Heid from a Two Days antedared Honour, 
W hich gave the younger Houſe Preheminence. 
How many valiant Lives have eas'd our Foes 
Of Fear, deſtroy d by this conreſted Title; 
And whar's decided by this endleſs Valour, 
Whoſe Honour yer confeſſes the Superior ? 
While both dare dye, the Quarrel is Immortal: 
Or ſay that Force on one Part has prevail'd, 7 
Is there ſuch Merit in unequal Strengrh ? 
If Violence is Vertue, Brutes may boaſt it: 
Lions with Lions grapple, and diſpute; 
But Men are only Great, truly Victorious, ä 
When with ſuperior Reaſon they ſubdue. 
Can you then think you are in Honour hound 
To Heir the Follies of your Anceſtors ? 
Since they have left you Vertues and N 
* not to Wr their- Blame. 

Alv 

and My Gracious Lord 

Gor. 

King. Yer hold, I'll hear. you, Both: Rt 
Of your Compliance, Gormax, I've no doubt, 
This Quarrel in your Nobler Breaſt was 6ying, 
ba a, Alzaxez, you reviv'd it:: 

Av. I? 


 Whzrein, my Gracious Lord, Rand I ſaſpe ad * 4 3 bangs 5 
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King. What elſe cou'd mean that fullen Gloom you you a wordy 


Thar conſcious Diſcontent ſo ill conceal d 

In your abrupt Retirement from our Court, 

When late the valiant Count was made our General 

Was t not your own Requeſt, you might reſig ir? 

Which tho, tis true, you long had fill'd with Honour, 

Was it for you to circumſcribe our Choice 

T' oppoſe from private Hate, the publick Good, 

And in his Caſe, whoſe Merit had prefer d him? 

When his fierce Temper, from Reflection calm, 

Inclin'd to let the Embers of his Hear expire, 

Was it well done thus ro revive the Flame, 

Io wake his jealous Honour ro Reſentment, 

And ſhake that Union we had laid to Heart? 

If thou haſt ought to urge, that may defend 

Thy late Behaviour, or accuſe his Conduct, 

Unfold it free, we are prepar d to hear-. 
Alv. Alas, my Lord, the World misjudges me, 

My Hate ſuppos d is not ſo deeply rooted, 

Age has allay d thoſe Feavers of my Honour, 

And weary Nature now wou'd reft from Paffions. 

The Noble Count, whoſe warmer Blood may boil, 

Perhaps is ſtill my Foe : I am not his, 

Nor envy him thoſe Honours of his Merit. 

Where Vertue is, I dare be juſt, and ſee ir. 

Your Majeſty has ſpoke your Wiſdom in 

Your Choice, for I have ſeen his Arm deſerve 1 it, 

In all the Sieges, Battles I have won, 

I knew not better ro Command, than he 

To Execute: Thoſe Wreaths of Victory 

That flouriſh ſtill upon this hoary Brow, . 

Impartial I confeſs, his active Sword _ 

Has lopt from Heads of Moors, and planted there: + 
Kirg. How has Report, my Gonmaz, wrong d this Maas 
Alv. Nor was the Cauſe of my Retirement more, 

Than that I found ir Time to eaſe my Age, 

Unfir for farther Action, and bequeath- - 
My Son the needleſs Pomp of my Poſſeflions. - 
King. Is'r poſſible ? Coud' & * conceal this Goodneſs 

Cou'd ſecret Vertne take ſo firm a Roor, 

While Slander like a Canker kill'd irs Beauties ? a1 

Gormaz, if yet thou art nor Pafſion's Sla ven. 

Take to thy ſelf the Glory to reward him. : 

Gor, My Lord, the Paſſions, that have uam d this Breaſt, 

Fes never ſtir'd hut in che Cauſe of Hooous, . -. - 1 
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Hanovr's the Spriag that moves my active Life, "1 

And Life's a Torment, while that Right's invaded, 

Shew me the Man whoſe Merit claims my Love, 

Whoſe milder Virtues modeſtly aſſail me, 

And Honour throws me at his Feet ſubmiſſive. 

In Proof of this, there needs but now ro on, 

The generous Advances of Alvarez, | 

Have rurn'd my fierce Reſentments into Shame. 

What can I more? My Words but faintly ſpeak me. 

Bur fince my King ſeems pleas'd with: my Converſion, 

My Heart and Arms are open to embrace him. | 
King. Receive him, Soldier, to thy Heart, and give 

Your King this Glory of your Mutual Conqueſt. 


| [They embrace. 
Xim. Auſpicious Omen! of: : 
Car. O tranſporting Hope! 
D. San. Adders and Serpents mix in their Embraces. 


5 21541 e (Apart, 
Ring. O Gormaz! O Alvarez ! ſtop not here, 
Confine not to your ſelves your ftinted Vertue, 
Bur in this noble Ardour of your Hearts, 
Secure to your Poſterity yeur Peace: | 
- + + Þ [Carlos and Ximens kneel, 


Behold the lifred Hands, that beg the Bleſſing, 

The Hearts that burn to ratify che Joy, 

And to your Heirs unborn tranſmit the Glory. 

Gor. Receive her, Carlos, from a Father's Hand, 

Whoſe Heart by Obligations was ſubdu'd * 

Alv. Accept, Ximena, all my Age holds dear, 

Nor to my Bounty, but thy Merit due. 

Ning. O manly Conqueſt! O exalted Worth! 

What 1 can we offer to applaud it ? 

To grace this Triumph of Ximena's Eyes, 

Let Publick Jabilee-conclude rhe Day: 

Sound all our ſprightly Inftruments of War, 

Fifes, Clarions, Trumpets, ſpeak the general Joy. 
Alv, Raiſe high the:Clangor of your loſty Notes, 
Gor, And. Terror ro our Foes, ' 

Ring. Let the loud Cannon from the Ramparts roar, 
Cor. And make the frighted Shores of Africk ring, 
Car. Long live! aud ever Glorious live, the Ning. 
. i [Trumpets and Volleys at a Diſtanog 
Av. O may this glorious Day for ever ſtand 2 
Fam d in the Rolls of late Recorded Time, 


King, 


The HEROICR DAUOHT IZ. 
Ning. This Union fixr, — 
Muſt crave your 
Letters this Morn alarm us with Deſigns 
The Moors are forming to invade our Realms 5 
Bur ler them be, we're now prepar'd to meet them: 


The Prince that wou d ſit free from foreign Fears; 
Sheu'd firſt with Peace compoſe Wye ine Farrs; 

Of Hearts united while ſecure = 
Hit raſh Invaders to their Graves muſt coma 


The End of the Firſt ACT; 


we now 
unſel in our State $ Defence... : 


0 * 1 
. * 


5 * ET the See 
Euer Don Sanchez, | 


S Elentleſ: Fortune hou haſt done thy Part; 
Ja Neglected nothing ro oppoſe my Love. 

(4 thou ſhalt find, in thy Deſpight, I'll on; 
ert — nor blind Indeed, thou had'& fore: 
3 een 
The Honour done this Hour to old Alvarez, 

His being nam d the Prince's Governor, 

(Which I well know th' ambitious Gormaz aim d at) 

Muſt like a Wildfire's Rage embroi! their Union, 
Rekindle Jealoyhes in Gormaz” Hearr, 

Whoſe fatal Flame muſt” bury. all in Athes: 

But ſeeg;he comes, and ſeems. tg ruminate - 

With penſive a the King s 190 parcial Favour: 


* Gormaz on the other Side: 
Gor, The King miethinks is ſudden in his Choice, 
Tis true, T't See ſonght (but therefore i s 
Not leſs the Merit) nor obliquely hinted, 
Thar I deſir d We Office--- He has heard 
Me ſay, the Prince his Som thought was now 


Of Age to change his oi Courr, 


And claim'd a Governor's in ive Guidance--- 
Th' Advice it ſeems was fit- but nor th Adviſer-e 
Be'r ſo--- why is Alvarez then the Man ? 
Hie may be qualify'd--- I'll nor diſpute--- 

Bur was not Gormaz too of equal Merit? 
Let me not think Alvarex plays me foul--- 
That cannot be--- he knew I wou d not bear it--- 


Jad yer why he's ſo ſuddenly prefer d 


Ill think no more on t- Time will ſoon reſolve me. 
D. San. Not to diſturb, my > ih your graver Thoughts; 
May I preſume--- 
Gor. Don Sanchez may command me. 
This youthful Lord is ſworn our Houſes Friend, 1 Aſide, 
If there's a Cauſe for jealous Thoughr, he'll find ir. 5 
D. San, 


& 
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D. Fan. I hear, my Lord, the King has freſh Advice receiv'd 
Of a deſigu d Invaſion from the Moors, 
Holds it confirm d, or is it only Rumour? © 

Gor. Such new Alarms indeed his Lerrers being 
But yet their Grounds ſeem d doubtful at the Council. 

D. San. May it not prove ſome Policy of State ? oss Wy 
Some bugbeat Danger of our own creating? Cue E | 
The King J have obferv'd is $kill'd in Rule. 
Perfect in all the Arts of tempering Minds 
And ---- for the publick Good - can give Ams 
Where Fears are nor, and huſh them where they are; - 

Gor. Tis ſo! he hints already at my Wrongs. "Cap . 

D. San. Not but ſueh Prudence well becomes a Prince f 
For Peace at Home | is worth his deareſt Purchaſe : 18 4 % 
Vet he that gives his juſt Reſentments 1 4 
Tho' honour d by the Royal Medlation, f 2200064402] 3 0 
And ſees his Enemy enjoy the Fruits 
Muſt have more Vertues than his King, to bear i 1— 1 


393 
: 


Perhaps, my Lord, I am not underſtopdd. 
Nay, hope my jealous Fears have no Foundation 10 ID 
Bur when the Tyes of Friendſhip fhall demand? Ir; ry 


Don Sanchez wears a Sword that will revenge you. fore 

Gor, Don Sanchez, "tay ---- I think thou arr my Friend, 
Thy noble Father oft has ſerv'd me in 1's 
The Cauſe of Honour, and his Cauſe was mine. > £121 ' 
What thou haſt ſaid, ſpeaks thee Baltbazar s Son, © 
I need not praiſe thee more — If I deſerve + | | 
Thy Love, refuſe not. what my Heart's concern'd a) . 
To ask ; ſpeak freely of the King, of me, A LD 
Of ald Aber , of our late Alliance, THEY 
'And what has ollow'd fince : then ſum the Whole 
And tell me truly, Where the Account's unequal: 

D. San. My Lord, you honouf with too gteat Tru 
The Judgment of my unexperienc'd Years, © + 
Yer for the Time I have obſerv'd on Men, 
I've always found the generous open Heart 
Berray d, and made the Prey of Minds below i it. 
O! 'ris the Curſe of manly Vertue, that — 20, 
Cowards, with Cunning, are roo ſtrong for Heroes: © - 
And ſince you preſs me ro unfold my Thoughts, 
I grieve to ſee your Spirit ſo defeared, | 
Your juſt Reſentments by viſe Arts of Court, 
Beguil'd, and melted to reſign their Terror. 
Your honeſt Hate, thar had for Ages ſtood, 
Unmoy'd, and firmer from your Foes Defiance; 


* > 
N 
* 


14 The HE NOIR DAUSH TER 
- Now fapp'd, and undermin d by his Submiſſion. 
Alvarez knew you were impregnable 
To Force, and chang d the Soldier for the State ſman 3 
While you. were yer his Foe profeſs d, | 
He durſt not rake theſe Honours o'er your Head; 
Had you ſtill held him at his Diſtance due, 
He wou'd have ttembl d to have ſought this Office; « 
When once the King inclin'd to make his Peace, 
I ſaw too well the Secret on the Anvil, 
And ſoon foretold the Favour that ſucceeded : 
Alas! this Project has been long concerted, 
eſolv d in private twixt the King and him, 
aid out and manag d here by ſecret Agents, 
re = Y — 0 e Honour 

ut $s ſweer Repoſe, was draggd t accept i! 
O! it inflames my Blood to think his Fear iy 
Shou'd ger rhe Starr of your unguarded Spirit, 
A | 
From you. 3 

Gor. O ! Sanchez, thou haſt fir d a Thought; 
| was before but dawning in my Mind: 

now afreſh it ſtrikes my Memory, 
With what difſembled Warmth the artful King 
Firſt charg d his Temper with the Gloom he wore; 
When I ſupply'd his late Command of General. 


Then with what fawning n to me, 
Alvarex, Fear diſguis d his trembling Hate, 
And ſooth d my yielding Temper to believe him. 

D. San. Not Flattery, my Lord; tho I muſt grant: 
Twas Praiſe well tim d, and therefore skilful. 
Sor. Now on my Soul, from him 'twas laathſome Daubing- 
I rake thy Frienſhip, Saxchez, to my Heart; 
And were not my Ximens raſhly Sf — 

D. San; Ximena's Charms might grace a Monarch's Bed, 
Nor dares my humble Heart admit che Hope, | 
Or, if ir durſt, ſome firter Time ſhou'd ſhew it, 

Reſults more preſſing now demand your Thought; 
Firſt eaſe the Pain of your ing Doubt, | 
Divide this fawning Courtier from the Friend. 

Gor.Which way ſhall I receive, or thank thy Love 

D. San. My Lord, you over-rate me now - but (ee, 
Alvarez comes ---- now probe his hollow Heart, 

Now while your Thoughts are warm with his Deceir, 

And mark how calmly he'll evade the Charge: wer 
My Lord, I'm gone. | [Bx3t; 
Ger. I am thy Friend for ever, Enter 
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Enter Alvare. 
Alv. My Lord, the King is walking forth to ſee 
The Prince, his Son, begin his Horſemanſbip; | 
If you're inclin'd to ſee him, I'll attend you. 
Gor. Since Duty calls me not, I have no Delight 
To he an idle Gaper on another's Buſineſses. 
You may indeed find Pleaſure in the Office, - . 
Which you've ſo artfully contriv'd to fit. . - ir 
Alv. Contriv'd, my Lord! I'm ſorry ſuch aThoughe 
Can reach the Man, whom you've ſo late embrac c. 
Gor. Men are not always what they ſeem): This Honour, / 
Which in another's Wrong, you ve harter d for, 
Was at the Price of thoſe — bought. 
Alv. Ha! bought? For Shame ſuppreſs this poor Suſpicion 
For if you think, you cant but be conyinc'd, 
The naked Honour of Alvarez ſcorns | 11 
Such baſe Diſguiſe <-«-. yer panſe a Moment Yo tl 
Since our great Maſter with fach kind Concern 
Himſelf has interposd to heal our Feuds, 
Let us not thankleſs rob him of the Glory, 
And undeſerve the Grace by new falſe Fears. 
Gor, Kings are alas! bur Men, and form d like 8. 
Subject alike tõ be by Men decsivdg | 
The bluſhing Court from this raſh Choice will ſee, 
How blindly he o erlooks ſuperior Merit. 21400 
Cou d no Man fill the Place but worn: Alvarez ? | 
Av. Worn more with Wounds and Victories than 455 1 
Who ſtands before him in great Actions paſtꝰ A 
Bur I'm to blame to urge that Merit now, - 
Which will but ſhock hat Reaſoning convince.. | 
| . Gor. The , Slave! Ge! how I a 


-4 


Ale. You have. a vertuous D La Son, 
Whoſe ſofter Hearts our mutual Hands have rais d 
Ev'n to the Summit of expected Joy; 

If no Regard to me, yer let at leaſt 
Your Pity of their Paſſions rein your Temper: 2 

Gor, O needleſs Care ! to nobler Objects aow 

That Son be ſure in Vanity pretends, 

While his high Father's Wiſdom is pre ferr d 

To guide and govern our great Monarch's Son, : 
His proud aſpiring Heart forgets Vmena * 
Think nor of him, but your ſuperior Care, 
Inſtruct the Royal Youth to rule with Awe 
His future Subjects trembling at his Frown; 


Teach 
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Teach him to bind the Loyal Heart in Love, 
The bold and factious in the Chains of Fear; 


Joln to theſe Vertues too your warlike Deeds, ie $7 5 
nflame him with the vaſt Fatigues you ve boruin © 


Bur now are paſt, to'ſhew him by Example, 


And give him in the Cloſet ſafe Reneẽõ n:: 
Read him what ſeerching Suns he muſt endur e 
What bitter Nights muſt wake, or ſleep in Arms 
To Counteremarch the! Fee, to gibe th Alarm . 
And to his on great Conduct owe the Day! 
Mark him on the Charts the Order of the Bartl, FDA WED 
And make him from your Manuſcripes a Hero. 2407 
Alv, Ill temperd Man f- thus to provoke the Heart ! 
Whoſe tortur d Patience 18 thy only Fri ente 
Gor. Thou only te thy ſelf can it — . 
I tell thee, falſe Alvareg, thou haſt 2 ay,” Sf 
Haſt baſely robb d me of my Merits Right pd 1907 
And intercepred onr Prince's . N u en 
His Youth with me had found the active Prov, iE 
The living Practice of experienc d War; Mann i 2 
This Sword had taught him Glory in the reid, Slant baſs 
Ar once his grearBrxample, and his Guard. 
His unfledg'd Wings from me had learnt eo ſoar 
And ſtrike at Nations trembling at my Name: 4 
This I had done, but thôu, with ſervile Arte, 21:16 OH 
 Haſt fawning crept | into our Maſter's Breaſt, t.. 
Elbow d ſuperior Merit from his Ear, | 
And, like a Courtier, ſtole his Son from Glory, 511 
Atv. Hear me, proud Man ---- for now I burn to ing 
Since neither Truth can ſway, nor Temper touch thee 4 
Thus I retort with Scotn thy ſlandt ous Rage: 
Thou! thou the Tutor of a Kingdom's Hei cl 
Thou guide che Paſſions of  o'er-boiling Yourh, 
That can ſt not in thy Age yet rule thy .! 
For ſhame retire, and purge th imperious Heart, 
Reduce thy arrogant, ſelf. judging Pride, & 
Correct the Meanneſs of thy groveling Sou, 
Chaſe damn d Suſpicion from thy maniy Thoughts, 
And learn to treat with Honour thy Superiort. 
Gor, Superior, ha! dar'ſt thou provoke me Tray tor? ad 
Alv, Unhand and Ruffian ! leſt thy Hold prove fatal. 
Gor, Take that! audacious Dotar. Wen 
Av. O ! my Blood! 


* k » 


Flow forward to my Arm to chain this Tyeer./ 


If thou art 1 now bear thee like a. Man, 12 - 
7 An 
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And quit my Honour of this vile Diſgrace. They fight, Al- 


| . — is diſerm d. 

O feeble Life! I have too long endur di | 

Gor. Thy Sword is mine, jake back th — ne Trophy, 
Which wou'd diſgrace'thy;Victor's:Thigh ro wear; 
Now forward to thy Charge, read to the Prince 
This martial; Lecture of thy fam d Exploits, 
And from this whole ſome Chaſtiſement, learn hau 
To tempt the Patience of offended Honour. EA 9 < Exit. 

Alv. O Rage] O wild Deſpair ! O helpleſs Age! | 
Wert thou but lent me to ſuxvive my Honour: 2 th 5 
Am I with martial Toils worn Grey, and ſee * 
At laſt one Hour's Blight lay waſte my Laurels Ti 
Is this fam d Arm to me alone defegceleſs ? E 1 7 on 
Has it ſo often prop d this Empires Glory 
Fenc d like a Rampart . Caſtilian Throne 
To me alone diſgraceful ] to its Maſter uſeleſs! 1 


O ſharp Remembrance of deparcogh ler! ©) you 10 0 
O fatal Digniry too dearly: purchas d. * 8 
Now, haughty Gormax, now guide tou my Priote z. 11 7 ni 
Inſulted Honour is unfit t approach hing 


And thou once glorious Weapon, fare thee wells. 
Old Servant worthy of an abler Maſter, : 
Leave now for ever his abandog'd Side, 


And to revenge. him, grace ſome noble Arm. my 


My Son! 92 19h! 11 741 iis 91 N a $6.57 a 4 Ct »s 3 5 . * 
Enter; Carlos. 
O Carlos! * bear Diſhonour ꝰ 


Car. What Villain dares occaſion, Sir, the Queltion? - 
Give me his Name, the Proof ſhall anfwer him. 

Alv. O juſt Reproach! O prompt reſentful Fire! 
My Blood rekindles at thy manly. lame; | 
And glads my labouring Heart with Yourth's Returd. 1 
Up, up, my Son — I cannot a 10 Shame 
Revenge, Reyenge me! | 

Car. O my Rage ! of what 2. 1 * T Sli 

Alv. Of an Indignity ſo vile, my Heart 
Redoubles all irs Torture to repeat it. 
A Blow! a Blow! my Boy. dear 

Car. Diſtraction! Fury! 


Alv. In vain, alas, this feeble Arm aſſail by 
With mortal Vengeance the Aggreſſors Heart: 
He dally'd with my Age, q erborn, inſulted, 
Therefore ro thy young Arm for ſure Revenge 
bes Soul's Diſtreſs commits my, Spend and Cauſe: : 


- Purſue 
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purſue him, Carlos, to the World't laſt Bounds, 
And from his Heart tear back our bleeding Honour. 
Nay, to inflame thee more; thou le find bis Brem 
Cover d with Laurels, and far fam d his n ; 18 — 
Oh! I have ſeen bim dread ful in the Field, | 
Cut thro whole Squadrons his deſtructive way, 
And ſnatch the gore-dy'd Sratidatd' from the Fbe 1 
Car. O Rack not with his Fame my tortur'd Hear) 
That burns ro know him, and eclipſe bis Glorg. 
Alv. Tho I foreſee, twill ſtrike thy Soul ro ber it ; 
Yer ſince our gaſping Honour calls for 'thy' | | 
Relief Oo — rern — 4 195 
Car. Ha ! 1 
Alv. Pauſe hoe for a Rep know 47 Live; 
I know the render Obligations war thy Heart, - Wantd o. 
And ev'n lend a Sigh to thy Diſtreſs. Ne oni 
I grant, Ximens dearer than thy Life; 
Bur wounded Honour muſt furmount them born 
I need nor urge thee more; thou know'ſt Word 
Tis in thy Heat, and in thy Hand te V ante? 
Blood only is the Balm for Grief like mine, 
Which till obtain d, I wil n Darkneſs nm, 
Nor lift my Eyes to Light, til thy Return. 
But haſte, oertake this —_ of m Nie, 01 
Fly ſwift to Vengeance, and back, my Keke: I Exit. 
| - *Car, Relentleſs Heav'n ig all thy Thunder gone! 4 
Not one Bolt left to finiſſi m . 
Lie ſtill my Heart, and eloſe y Wound! 
ane ya "Ruin: $787 


Stir nor t Thbughr,” for Motion 
But ſee, the frigbtel poor Kimens comes, ' 

And with her 17 880 ſtrikes thee cold ts? AY 
My helpleſs Father too; 6'erwhelm'd with Shame, 
Begs his DNſtniflivn to dis Grave with" Honour.” 
Vmena weeps, Heart. piere d Hlourex groans: 

Rage lifts my Sword, and Love arreſts y Arm 4 
O! double Torture of iich Woe. 

Is there no Mean berwixt'thele ſlrurp Extreams 2 
Muſt Honour periſh, if I ſpare my Love > 
O ignominous Piry ! ſhameful Softneſs!. * 

- Muſt I to right Alvare - > kill Xanens 3 
1 


EY O cruel Vengeance! O Heart-wonndi 

E Sball I forſal her in her Soul's Extrea rreams, 

=  Deprelſs the Vertue of her filial A,, nnen 
And bury in a Tomb our Nuptial Jo | : 

| Shall hx jolt Honons that eg Hears; bed 
51 ow 
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Now build its Fame relentleſs on her Sorrows. 
Inſtruct me, Heav'n, that gay'it me this Diſtreſs, 
To chuſe, and bear me worthy of my Being! 

O Love! forgive me, if my hurry'd Soul 

Shou'd act with Error in this Storm of Fortune! 
For Heav'n can tell what Pangs I feel to fave thee! 
Bur hark! the Shrieks of drowning Honour call! 
'Tis ſinking, gaſping, while 1 ſtand in Pauſe, 
Plunge in my Heart, and fave ir from the Billows. 
It will be ſo the Blow's roo ſharp a Pair, 
And Vengeance has ar leaſt this juſt Excuſe, 
That ev n Ximena'bluſhes, while I bear it: 

Her generous Heart, that was by Honour won, ' 
Muſt, when that Honour's ſtain d, abjure my Love. 


O Peace of Mind, farewet ! Revenge, I come ! 
And raiſe thy Altar on a mournful Tomb. - 
| The End of the Second ACT. 
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Garcia and Gormaz. 


Ger. HE King is Maſter of his Will and me-. 
Baut de it as it may — what's done's irre- 
mn oy 
= Gar. My Lord, you ill receive this Mark 
Os — of Favour ee one 
And while thus obſtinate; inflame your Faule. 
When ſoveraign Power deſcends to ask of Subjects 
The due Submifſion, which irs Will may force, 
Your, Danger's greater from ſuch ſlighted Mildneſs, 
Than ſhou'd you diſobey its full Commands, 
Gor, The Conſequence, perhaps, may prove it ſo. 
Gar. Have you no Fear of what his Frown may do? 
Gor, Has he no Fear of what my Wrongs may do ? 
Men of my Rank are not in Hours undone ; 
When I am cruſh'd, I fall with Vengeance round me. 
Gar. The raſh Indignity you've done Alvarez, 
Without ſome Proof of Wrong, bears no Excuſe. 
Gor, Jam my ſelf the Judge of what I feel, 
J feel him falſe, and feeling muſt reſent. 1 
G, all it be deem'd a Falſhood to accepr 
_ A*Branity by Royal Hands conferr d? 
For. He ſhou'd have way'd it; firſt conſulted me. 
He might have held me (till his Friend ſincere, 
Have ſhar d my Fortunes, as a Friend intreating ; 
But baſely thus to out me of my Rigbr. 
By treacherous Acts to do me privatè Wrong, 
Is whar I never can forgive, and have'refenred. 
Gar. But in this, Violence yoy offend the King, 
The Sanction of whoſe Choice claim d more Regard. 
Gor, Why am I fretted with rheſe Chains of Honour, 
Leſs free than others in my juſt Reſentments; 
Who unprovok'd my ſelf, do no Man Wrong, 
Bur injur d, am as Storms implacable, | 
Gar. My Lord, this ſtubborn Temper will undo you. 
Sor, Then, Sir, Alvarez, will be ſatisfy d. | | 
Far. Be yet perſwaged, and compoſe this Broil. 
Go. My Research fix'd fert wave the Subject, - = 


The HEROICK DAUGHTER,» 21 
Gar. Will you refuſe all Terms of Reparation? 
Gor. All! all! that are not from my Honour due | 
Gar. Dare you nor truſt that Honour with your King? 
Gor. My Life's my King's! my Honour is my o- a. 
Gar. What's then in ſhort your Anſwer ? For the Ring 
Expects it on my firſt Return. 

Gor, Tis this, 
That I dare die, but cannot bow to Shame. 

Gar, My Lord, I rake my Leave. | | 

Gor, Don Garcia's Servant. [Exit Garcia, 
Who fears not Death, ſmiles at the Frowns'of Power. 


| „Be Carlos. | 
Car, + Lord, your Leave to talk with you. 
Gor. Be free,” 
I did expect you on this late Occaſion. 
Car, I'm glad to find you do my Honour right, 
And hope you'll not refuſe it wrong d Alvarez. 
Gor, He had a Sword to right himſelf. 
Car, That Sword is here. 
Gor. Tis well; the Place and ler our Time be mort. 
Car. One Moment 's Reſpite for Ximena's ſake, 
She has not wrong d me, and my Heart wou d ſpare her ; 
We both, without a Stain to either's Honour, 
May pity her Diſtreſs, and pauſe to ſave her. 
Nor need I bluſh,” that I ſuſpend my Cauſe, 
Since with irs Vengeance her ſure Woes are blended : 
Not for my ſelf, but for her render ſake, 
I bend me to the Earth, and beg for Mercy. 
Let not her Vertues ſufter for her Love; 
O! lay not gn her Innocence the Grief | 
Of a mourn'd Father's, or a Lover's Blood: 
O! ſpare her Sighs, , prevent her ſtreaming Tears; 
Scop this Effuſion of my bleeding Honour, 
And heal, if poſſible, its Wonnds with Peace. 
Sor. What you have offer d for Vmena s ſake, 
Will, in ber Gratitude, be full, l 
And for the Peace you ask, that's youts to give. 
Submiſſion tis in. vain to hope, for Eno, A 1 
I have this Hour refus'd it to che King, 1 
Thy Father's Arts betray d my Frieadlhip's Faith 
I felt the Wrong, and as I oughr r rovpngd 4 2 
We re now on equal Terms: bur if 1 
So deep is in thy Heart, that thou reſolv * 
With fruitleſs Vengeance, to provoke my Rage, 
ou thou, not I, art Author of .thy Ruine, 


| _ helpleſs Sufferings claim d that Pang And Gnce 0 


. 
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Car. Su me now, Ximena, guard my ener, 
And bar Hie prediing Provocarion's Entrance. Ft 
Have I, my Lord, in Perſon wrong'd you 
Gor, No. 
Car. Why then theſe faral Cruelries ro me, - 
That I muſt loſe, or wrong Ximmena's Love? 
For ſhe muſt ſcorn me, ſhou'd I bear my Shame; 
Or fly me, tho' my Honour ſnou'd revenge it. 
Gor. Place that to thy Misfortune, not to me. 
Car. Not to you? _ 
Am I not forc'd by Wrongs, I bluſh to name, 
To proſecute this fatal Reparation ? 
Which, had you Temper, or a Feeling here ; 
Had you the Spirit to confeſs your Error, 
Your Heart's Confuſion had ſubdu'd Alvarez 
And thrown you at his injur'd Feet for Pardon: 
Gor. If thou comeſt here to talk me from.my Senſe, 
Or think'ſt with Words r-extenuare his Guilt, 
Thou offeriſt ro the Winds thy forceleſs Plea. 
I will not bear the mention of his Truth; 
His Falſhood's here, tis rooted in my Heart, 


And juſtifies a worſe Revenge than I have taken. 


cor. O Parience, Heav'n ! O rorrur'd Rage! Not ſpeak * 
The pious Pangs of my torn Soul inſulted ! 

Have I for this, bow'd down my humble Knee, 

To (well thy Triumph o'er my Farher's Wrongs, 

And hear him tainted with a Trayror's Practice 2 

O give me back that vile ſubmiſſive Shame, 

Thar I may meer rhee with rerorted Scorn, 1. 
And right my Honour with untainted Vengeance: 2 
Yer no —— with- hold it} rake it to acquit my Love? 
Thar Sacrifice was to Ximena due, 


cannot bring Diſhonour to her Arms, 


Thus my rack d Heart pours forth its laft Adiens, 


And makes Libation of its bleeding Peace: 


Fares! dear injut'd Softneſs — follow me. 


Gor. Lead on yer hold! ſhout we together bort, 8 
Ir may create Suſpicion, and prevent us: 


Propoſe the 72 II tate ſome different Circle, 


Car. Behind rhe Ramparts, near the N G voy 
bs: ek eh us n 
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Gor, Deep as Reſentment lodges in my Heart, 
— feels ſome Pity there for Carlos Paſſion -- 


It ſhall be ſo--- his brave Reſearmear's juſt | 
[Writes 3 in Lila 

And hard his Faro. both 2 this Leg 
Shall gee my Honour and my Enemy. (Exit. 


Enter Belzara, and Kimena: 

Bel. Look up,. Ximena, and ſuppreſs thy Fears, ... 
What tho a Tranſient Cloud oercaſt thy Joy, 

Shall we conclude from thence a Wrack mutt EY 
Mim. Can I reſiſt the Fears. that Reaſon forms ? 

Have I not Cauſe to tremble in the Storm? 

While Horror, Ruin, and Deſpair's in view * 

Can I ſupport the good Alyarez Shame, * 

Whoſe generous Heart took Pity on our Love, 

And not let fall a grateful Tear to mourn it? 

Can I behold fierce Carlos, ſtung, with his Diſgrace, 

Breaking like Fire from theſe weak-bolding Arms, 

And nor fink. down with Terror at his Rage? 

Muſt I not tremble, for the Blood may followꝰ 

If by his Arm my hapleſs Father falls, 

Am I not fore d with Rigour to revenge him? 

If Carlos by my Fathers Sword ſhou d bleed, 

Am I not bound with double Grief to mourn him? 

One gave me Life, ſhall I not revere him, 

The other is my Life, can I ſurvive him ? 

Bel. Her Griefs have ſomething of ſuch EY Por 
That tho' not equal ro my own, I feel them 
in. Carlos you ſee too ſhuns my Sight, no News, 

No Tydings yet arrive, tho' I have (ent 
My ſwifteſt Fears a Thouſand Ways to find bim, 


- Who can ſupport theſe Terrors of Suſpence ?. 


Bel. Be not thus torn with wild uncertain Fears, 
Carlos may yet arrive, and ſave your . aA 
He is too much a Lover to reſiſt TT EAMG | 
The render Pleadings of Mimena s Sorrow, nan? 35 
One Word, one Sigh from. you arreſts his . 
And makes the Tempeſt of his Rage ſuhſde. 

Xim; And ſay that I cou d conquer him; a 
And Terrors cou ſubdue his pit ious Heart, 
To yield his Honour and ics Cauſe to Love,. 20 
What will the World not ſay of his Couplitace? | 
Can I be happy in his Fame's Diſgrace ? 
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Shall I reduce him to ſuch hard Coiitempr, * N 
And raiſe on Infamy our Nupt pear Joy'? 
Ah no! no Means are left for my Relief 2 
Let him reſiſt, or yield to my Diſtreſs, 
Or Shame, or Sorrow's ſure to meet me, 
Bel. Ximena has, I ſee, à Soul refin'd, | 
Too Great, too Juſt, rqq Noble to be Happy: 
True Vertue mutt deſpair from this vile World 
To crown its Days with unallay'd Reward: 
Bur ſee, your Servant is return d: 1 good News, 
Kind Heay 'n! i | 
Enter a Page. 
Xim, Speak quickly; has thou ſeen Don Carlos? 
Page. Madam, where your Commands directed me, 
Ive made the ſtricted Search in vain to find him. | 
Xim. Now, no Belzara, where's that Hope thou gav'ſt me? 
Bel. Nor haſt thou gain'd no Knowledge of his Steps 441 
Has no one ſeen him paſs, or heard of him? | 
Page. As I return'd,' the Centinel, that guards 
The Gate, inform'd me, that he ſaw him ſcarce 
Ten Minutes hence paſs i in diforder'd Haſte | 
From out this very Houſe ene 
Bel. Alone? B | 
4 Alone, and after ſoon oy Lord, wrapt i in 
His Cloak without a Servant, follow d him, . 
Xim, O Heav'n! | 
Bel. No Servant, ſaid'ſt chow? : 
Page. None, and aas 
My — came forth, the Soldier pending to 
His Arms, he ſign d Forbidance, a reply d, 
Be ſure vou ſaw me not: 
Mm. Then Ruins ſure, 8 
They are engag'd, and fatal Blood muſt follow:: $77.0 
Exouſe,'my Dear, this Hurry of my Fate, 
One Moment loft 'may-frove an Age too late. Cee 
Bel. Howe er my own Afflictions preſs my Hearr, 
I bear a Part in poor Ximtma's Grief, 
Tho' e en the Worſt that can befall her dons, 
May berter-be:endur'd tham what I feel | 
O! nothing can deſtroy her Lovers T umb, | 
Carlos may prove Unhappy, nor Inconſtantz 0 * e 
Whate er Diſaſters may obſtruct her Jo 
The Comfort᷑ of his Truth is ſure to find her, 7 
That Thought, ev'n Pains of parting may dee, 
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But I alas, am left to my Deſpair alone, 

Confin'd to ſigh in Solitude my Woes, | 

Or hide with Anguiſh what I bluſh ro bear. 

In vain the Woman's Pride reſents my Wrongs, 
 Unconquer'd Love maintains his Empire ſtill, 

And with new Force inſults my Heart's Refiſtance. 


\ Enter Alonzo haſtily, 

Alon. Your Pardon, Madam--- Have you ſeen Lord Gormax? 
1 come ro warn him that he ſtir not hence, 

The Guards are order d to attend his Doors. 

Bel. Alas they are too late! Carlos and he 
Are both gone forth, tis fear d with fatal Purpoſe ; 

And poor Ximena drown d in Tears has follow'd em. 

Alon. Then tis indeed, too late, I wiſh my Friend, 
The raſn Don. Sanchez, has not blown this Fire. 

Be not concern d, Madam, I know your Griefs, 
And as a Friend, have labour d to prevent em. 
You have not told Ximena of his Falſhood ? 

Bel. Alas ! I durſt not; knowing that her Friendſhip | 
Wou'd for my ſake ſo coldly treat his Vows, _ 

Thar 'rwou'd but more provoke him to inſult me. 

Alon. You judge him right, Patience will-yer recall him, 
'Tis not his Love; but Pride, purſues Ximena, - + ; 
A youthful Heat, that with the Toil will tire: 

Be "med I'll Rill obſerve his Steps,” 62 
And when I find him ſtaggering, carch him back 
To Love, and warm him with his Vows of Dacur: 
But Duty calls me to the Kins Shall 1 
Attend you, Madam? 

Bel. Sir, I thank your Care, 1 
My near Concern for poor Ximena's Fate, C wo 
Keeps me impatient here, till her Rerura. 18 Ci 


« we" MM 


, Enter King, Garcia, ne eee | 
Xing. Since mild Intrearies fail, our Power ſhall force bin; : 
Cou'd 1 he ſuppoſe his Inſult to our Perſon: 8 67 1 48 
His Outrage done within aur Palace Walls, 
Deſerv'd the Lenity we've deigu d to her bim: 
Is yet Alonzo with our Orders gone? 
_ He is, my Lord, but not return d. Warts ent 1 1500 
D. San. Dread Sir, 3114 2 . . 1111 1 1 n 7 
For what the Count has offer d to Alvarez 49, 10 144 
I dare nor plead Excuſe; bur as his Fiel 
MWou'd beg you Royal Leave to mirigare | | 
His ſeeming Diſobedience to _ Pleaſure, Re- 
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Reſtraint, however Juſt, d againſt 
The Tyde of Patſor, — Current fiercer, 
Which of 1 1 ſelf in time had ebb'd ro Reaſon; 
Your Will ſurpria d him in his Heart's Emotion, , 
Eer Thought had Leiſure ro compoſe his Mind; 
Great Souls are jealous of their Hanour's Shame, 
And bend reluctant to injoin'd Submiſſion 2: 
Had your Commands oblig d him to repair 
A vare W Hazards in your Service, 
Were it to face the double · number d Foe, -  -- 7: 
To paſs the rapid Stream thro Showers of Fire, 
To force the Trenchment, or to ſtorm the Breach, 
Til anſwer hed embrace with Joy the Charge. 
And march intrepid in — of Honour. 

King, We doubt nor of his daring in the Field, 1 4] 
Bur he miſtakes, if he concludes from thence, 143 448 
Thar ro perſiſt in Wrong, is Height of Spirit, mw 
Or to have acted Wrong, is always baſe: 
Perfection's not the Attribute of Man, 
Nor therefore can a Fault confeſt degrade him. 
The loweſt Minds have Spirit to offend, © 1 
But few can reach the Courage to confeſs ir, 266 K 
Submitting to our Will, the Count had loſt. 

No Fame, nor can we pardon his Refuſalse5s 
What you have ſaid, Don Sanchez, ſpeaks the . 1 
What we reſolve, tis fir ſuou d ſpeak the King 
We both have ſaid enough— The Publick — 
Requires our Thought: We are inform d Ten Sail 

Of warlike Veſſels, Man'd with our old Foes 

The Moors, were late diſcover'd off our Coaſt,” 

And ſteering to the River's-Mouth their Courſe: | 

Gar. The Lives, Sir, they have loſt in like Arcempts 
Muſt make them cautious to repeat the Danger; 

This is no Time to fear them. 

Ring. Nor Contemn, Dum N 
Too al — has oft Wet vary | * 
Conſider with whar Eaſe the Flood ar Night. 

May bring them down t inſult our Capital: 

Let at the Port, and on the Walls our Guards 
Be doubl'd ; till the Morn, that Force may feces 
Gormax has tim d it ill to be in Fault, 
When his immediate Preſence is rd: 
. Gar, My Liege, 0 2 
7 | EI Enter 
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' Enter Alonzo, 
King. Tis well! 
Have you obey d us, is the Count confin'd > 
Alon. Your Orders, Sir, arriv d unhappily 
Too late, the Count with Carlos, was before 
Gone forth, to end their fatal Difference; 
As I came back, I mer the gathering Croud 
In Fright, and hurrying to the Weſtern Gate, 
Io ſee, as they reported, in the Field 
The Body of ſome murther'd Nobleman. - 
Struck with my Fears, I haſted to the f Hy 
Where to my Senſe's Horror, when arvriv'd, 
I found them true, and Gormaꝝ juſt expir'd; 
While fair Ximeng, 'to adorn the Woe, 
Bath'd his pale breathleſs Body with her Tears, mo” 
Calling with Cries for Juſtice on his Head, 
Whoſe rueful Hand had done the barbarous Deodi f 
The pirying Crowd took Part in her Diftrels,  _ | 
And join d her moving Plaints for due n | 
While ſome in kinder Feeling of her Griefs, R 
Remov d the mournful Object from her Eyes, cy 
And to the Neighbouring Convent bore the Body, 
Which when committed to the Abbor's Care, 
J left the preſſing Throng to tell the News. 
King. Ximena's Griefs are follow d with our own, 
For tho” in ſome. Degree the haughty Count 
Drew on himſelf the Son's roo juſt Revenge, 
We cannot loſe) without a deep Concern 
So true a Subject, and ſo a brave a Soldier: 
However Pity may for Carlos plead, 
Death ends his Failings, and demands our Grief. | 
Alen. Sir, here in the Tablets of the unhappy Count, 
In his own Hand theſe written Lines were found. | 
King, © Alvarez wrong d me in my Maſter's Favour, [Read- 
* Carlos is brave, and has deſerv'd Mm. ing. 
Strange, generous Spirit, now we pity the. ai 
Alon. Behold, Sir, where the loſt Ximens comes, 1 
Oferwhelmd with ns to demand your N 7 


— Ximens. — 

Vm. O Sacred Sir! forgive my Grief lolo, * 
Behold a helpleſa Orphan ar your Feet. | 

Who for a * s Blood implores your] uſtice. 


He 
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: Erter Alvarez, haſtily, = 
Alv. O! turn, dread Royal Maſter, turn your Eyes, 
See on the Earth your faithful Soldier'proftrare, + 
Whoſe Honour's juſt Revenge intreats your Mercy. 
Vm. O godlike Monarch, hear my louder Cries! 1: O9 8 
Alv. O be not to the Old and Helpleſs deaf! 
Vm. Revenge your ſelf, your violated Laws, - 
Alv. Support not Violence in rude Aggreſſors. 
Vm. Be greatly Good, and do the Injur'd Juſtice. 
Alv, Be greater ſtill, and ſhew the Valiant Mercy. 
Vm. O Sir, your Crown's Support and Guard is gone; 
The impious Carlo, Sword has kill'd my Futher::: 


Alv. And like a pioùs Son aveng d his own © 
King. Riſe, fair Ximena, and Alvarez riſe , 
With equal Sorrow we receive your Plaints, 
Both ſhall be heard apart proceed men:: 
Alvarez in your Place you ſpeak, be patiennr. 


Vm. What can 1 ſay? But Miſeries like mine 
May plead with plaineſt Truths their pitious Cauſe. 
Is he not dead? Is not my Father kill d? . 
Have not theſe Eyes beheld his ghaſtly Wound, 
And mixt with fruitleſs Tears his ſtreaming Blood > 
That Blood which in his Royal Maſter's Cauſe 
So oft has ſprung him thro''your Foes victorious; 

Thar Blood, which all the raging Swords of War 

Cou'd never reach, a young preſumpruous Arm, nz 072 101 
Has dar'd within your View ro ſacrifice! © 13 wo 
Theſe Eyes beheld ir ftream—— Excuſe my Grief, 
My Tears will better than my Words explain me. 

mg. Take Heart, Ximena, we re inclin'd'ro hear thee,. 

Vim. O ſhall a Life ſo faithful ro the King | 
Fall unreveng d, and ſtain his Glory 
Sball Merit ſo important to the State 

Be left expos d to ſacrilegious Rage,” i 
And fall the Sacrifice of private Paſſion? 

Alvarez ſays his Honour was inſulted, 

Yer, be it ſo, was there no King to right it? 
Who better cou'd protect it than che Donor ? 
Shall Carlos wreſt the Scepter from your Hand, 
And point the Sword of Juſtice whom to puniſh ? 
O! if ſuch Outrage may eſcape with Pardon, '  Þ 
Whoſe Life's ſecure from his ſelf-judging Rage? 4 
O where's ProreRtipn,-if Ximena's Tears. 
Ang tender Paſſion cou d not fave her Father? 
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Ning. Alvarez, anſwer her, 
Alv. My Heart's roo full! 
Divided, torn, diſtracted with its Griefs, 
How can I plead poor Carles Cauſe, when 1 
Am toucht with Pity of Vmenas Woe >. © 
Her ſuffering Piety has caught my Soul, 
And only leaves me Sorrow to defend me; 
Vmena has a Grief I cannot diſallow, 
Nor dare I hope for Pardon, bur your Pity; 
Carlos even yer may merit ſome Compaſſion, 
Perhaps ge artial 0 bis Piety,.. ANTS EET ED 
And ſee his with a fond Father's Eye, ., |  ..- 
Bur that! Rilf mach le; leave to Royal Mercy 
O Sir, imagine what the Brave endure, 5 | 
When the chaſte Front of Honour is inſulted; 
Her Fame abus d, and raviſn d by a Blow. 
Oh piercing, piercing muſt the Torture be; | 
If ſoft Ximena wanted Power r appeaſe ir. en 
Pardon this Weakneſs of oerflowing Nature, : 
I cannot ſee ſuch filial Vertue periſh, - 
And not let fall a Tear to mourn its Hardſhip: . n 
im. 0 wy ng 1 oh. eee ebe 


King. Compoſe thy Griefs, my good old Friend, , 


them: 

Alv. If Gormaz Blood muſt be wich Blood reveng'd, 
O do not, Sacred Sir, miſplace your Juſtice, 
Mine was the Guilt, and be on me the Vengeance, 
Carlos bur acted what my Sufferings prompted, 
The fatal Sword was not his own; but mine, or | 
I gave it with my Wrongs into his Hand, bf 241.1 
Which had been innocent had mine been able. 
On me your Vengeance will be juſt and mild! 
My Days alas are drawing to their End, 
Bur Carlos ſpar d, may yet live long to ſerve you: : 
Preſerve my Son, and I embrace my Fate, 
Since he has fav'd my Honour from the Grave, 
O lay me gently there to reſt for eve. 

King. Lour mutual ee ahve: our ae 

Thought, 

Our Counſel thall be b md 10 aſſiſ W 
Look up, my Fair, and calm thy Sorrouws, 
Thy King is ao thy Father, and will right thee 
Alvarez on his Word has Liberty: 2 
Be Carlos found to anſwer to his Charge. 


Sanchez, 


r 
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ts Sanchez, walt you Ximena to her Reſt; '-- 
Whom on the eee Noon wo full wil anſwer? 


Hard is 4 Tack of utc, mh whore Difteſ. 
Excites our Merey, hes demands Redreſs- | 
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14 Ximens' TTY 
| 1 Od fe 

UAE ſome illboding Planer muſt prefde 
1 . to the Peace of tender Lovers! 
& Undone Ximena | O relentleſs Honour 
That 275 ſubdu dchy . Heart, then 


Thy b 

Thy Father's Life, and make thy Verrue wrerched | ! 

The hapleſs Carlos too is loſt for ever! | | - 

. to fly an Exile from her Sight, 

In whom he only lives! Oh Heav'n! he's here; | 

His Miſeries have made him de 

Enter Carlos. 

Carlos, What wild Diftrattion bas pocket thee; 

Thar thus thou ſeek'ft thy Safery in chy Ruin? 

Is this a Place to hide thy wretched Head, 

Where Juſtice, and X;niena's ſure to find thee 3 
Car. , Fes 

Baniſht from her, I every Moment die: 

| Since I muſt periſh, ler her Frowns deſtroy me 

Her Anger's ſharper than the Sword of Juſtice. 
Bel. Alas, I pity thee; but would nor have 

Thee tempt the firſb Emotions of her Heart, 

While Duty, and Reſentment yer tranſport 21 : 

I wait each Moment her Return from 

Which now, i will be with Friends ane 

N . 4 
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0 fly, for Pity's ſake, regard her Fame, 2.0 
Shou d you be ſeen, what muſt the World hates ? 
Wou'd you increaſe her Miſeries, to hae 


Malicious Tongues report her Love conceal'd' * 
Beneath the Roof, her Father's Murth erer. 
Bur ſee, ſhe comes ! O hide thee but a Moment! -oT 
Kill not her Honour too, lev that perſuade thee. [Exi: Carlos. 
Don Sanchez, here ! Oh Heay'ns ! how 1 reemble. FINE 


Enter Sanchez and Ximena f yn ; 
D. San. This noble Conqueſt, Madam, of pour Love « 
To Aﬀeer-Ages rauſtRecord your" Fame, I x C529 
Juſt is your Grief, and your Reſencnienr groan!” 36) 2 | 
And great the Vidtim thar ſhou'd fall before i ib 2140 
Bur Words are empty Succours to Diſtreſs 35 
Therefore command my Actions to relie ve you 92 
Wou'd you have ſure avenge, employ rhis Sword, 0 
My Fortune, and my Life is yours to right you pH. wh 
Accept my Service, aud you over pay its. 
Bel. O Tairhleſs, ' barbatous Man! but I'll diver =}. 
Thy cruel Aim, and uſe my Power for —_— mo 
Vm. O miſerable mee 
Bel. Take Comfort, Madam. H 0 
D. San. Belzara here ! then I have loſt Occaſion N 
Yer I may urge enough to give her Pain: 
Commanding me, you make your Vengeance ſure. A 2H 
Xim. That were t offend the King, to whom I have 
Appeal'd, and whence I now muſt only wait it. 
D. San. Revenge from Juſtice, Madam, moves fo don, A 
That oft the watchful Criminal eſcapes it. | 
Appeal to your Reſentment, you ſecure ir. 
Carlos, you found, wou d truſt no other Power, 
And tis but juſt you quit him, as he wrong d you. * 
Bel. Alas! Don Sanchex, Madam, . SAL 
He little thinks how Carlos fills your Heart: 
What ſhining Glory in his Crime appears, | 26-208] 
What Pangs ir coft him to take part with ere fes! 
That you muſt hate the Hand that could — him: Ws 
Sanchez, to ſhew the real Friend, would uſe 424 
His ſecret Int reſt with the King to (pare- bin; 
For tho! you're bound in Duty to purſue him, - 2 
Yer Love, alas! wov'd with a conſcious Toy,” 0 


ws 
— 


Vm. O kind Belzara t how thou feel'ſt my Suffering · | 
Yar. muſt think, Don Sanchex means me well. 


D. Sag. 
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D. San. Confuſion . her ſubrle Tongue has foil d me 
nee +: en L Aſide. 
Madam, ſome other Time I'll beg your Leave * Wide 
To wait your Service, and approve my Friend(hip. - 
Vm. Oh! every Friend, but Carlos, is at Hand 5 
To help me! Grief, Sir, is unſir to thank yoouu. 

D. San. Ohl if ſuch Beauties midſt her Sorrows: thine; | 
Whar darting Charms muſt point her ſmiling Eyes. [Ex 

Vm. At length I'm free, at Liberty to think, 

And give my Miſeries à Looſe of — 
O Ne! Carlos has kill d my Father! T 
Weep ! weep my Eyes, pour down yo baleful Shows, - 
He that in Grief: ſhou d be my Heart's Support, 
Has wrought my-Sorrows,/ and muſt fall their ie, 1 
When Carlos is deſtroy d, what Comfott's left me a N 
Spire of my Wrongs he ſtill inbabirs here 
8 ſtill his ital Vertues plead his Gauſe: 0 
His filial Honour chatms my Woman's 9 „51104 

And there ev'n yet he combats with my Father 

Bel. Reſtrain theſe beadtrong Sallies of your Heart, 
And try with Slumbers to compoſe your Spirits. bor. 

Xim. O! where's Repoſe for Miſery like mine? 
How grievous Heav n! how biner is my Portion? 

O ſhall a Parent's'Blood cry Unreveng 4? | 
Shall impious Love ſuborn my Hearr to Pay - 
His Aſhes but unprofitable Tears, 

And bury in my Shame the gregt Regards of Duy ?. 

Bel. Alas! that Duty is diſcharg d; z/ You-have ö 
Appeal d to Juſtice, and ſnou d wait its Courſe. 1 0 
Nor are you bound with Rigour to enforce it:: 
His hard Misfortunes may deſerye Compaſſſͤn. 
Vim. O!] that they do deſerve, it is my Grief ;. 
Cou'd I withdraw my Piry from bis Cauſe, | 
Were Falſhood, Pride, or Kb root his Crime 
My juſt Revenge, without a Pang, ſhoud reach him. 

But as he is ſupported with Excuſ / 
Defended by the Cries of bleeding Honour, e 
Whoſe cruel Laws none bur the Great obey ; 
My hopeleſs Heart is tortur d with Extremes. 
It mourns in Vengeance, and at Mercy ſudders. 17 0 ll N 

Bel. O what will be at laſt the dire ee a 

Of your afflicted Spul? r e 1 7 8 
Vm. There is but one % Büch A 
Can end ur Sorrows, ad preſerye my Fame; 5 1 1 
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The ſole Neſouror my Miſeries bam have : 
Is to purſus, deſtroy ;, then meet him in the — \ {Going 
J Carlos meets her. 
Amazemenzi, Horror /. have my Eyes their Senſe. 
Or do my * g Griefs create this Phantom? 
Support me! help me hide me from the Viſion! | 
For tis not Carte come to brave my Sorrows. { Carlos on 5, 
Bel. O tum your Eyen in. piayof: his Griefs, | 
Reſignd;. end;proftrare arybur-Feer for Mercy. 
Aim. What will my Woes do with mes 
Bel. Now Hu- } * moor by bill 
Now conquering Love ſhoor all thy New ons * | 
Now ſnatch the Palm from cruel Honour's Brom; js 
Maintain thy Empire, and relieve the Wrerched:: 
O hang upon his Tongue thy thrilling, Charms, .. and 
To hold her Heart, and Kilb the Hopes of Sanchez. | +=: Texte: 
Car. Ou pierce not thus withithy. offended Eyes, 
The wrerched Heart that of it ſelf is breaking. 
Xim. Can I he Wounded, and not ſhrivk _ Pain ? 
Can I ſupport with Temper, him chat ſhed ' 
My Father's Blood triumphant in my Ruin x} Nod. 
O Carlos ! Carlos l. was thy Heart of Stone? 
Was nothing due to poor Amenais Peace? es | 


O! *"twaynor thus I felt new Paios for hee, 


When at my Feet, thy Sighs of Love were © pit 4. 
And all bereditary Hate forgotten! 
Tho' bound in filial Honour, to inſult a | 4+ 
Thy Flame; I broke thro all to crown: thy Vows. 
And bore the Cenſure of my Race to ſave thee : g tl. 
And am I thus gequited 2 left forlorn???? © 
The render Padion of my Heart deſpis d | f 
Cou'd not my Terrors move oùe Spark of Mercy 2 
No mild Abatement of thy ſtetn Revenge ? 
T excuſe thy Crime, or juſtify; my Love? | 

Car. O hear me but a Moment 

Xim. O my Heart 7 23501 05-51 Ai / IC 

Car. One mournful Word s n 

im. Ah! leave me — 

Car. One dying laſt Adieu, then weiuh thy) Vengeance F 
Behold the ny that has-undene thee. 

Xim. Ah! ſtain d with my Father's Blood: OcuefulObjec { 

Car. O Ximena !- | 

Xim. Take beuce thar horrid Steel, » 14016 7 : 
=_ while I bear thy Sight, arraigns my-Vecrue. 

Car, Endurę it he to r a mg 0s 1 
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T' inflame thy Vengeance, and to pierce thy Maim: 

I am more wrerched, than thy Rage can wiſn me. 

Vm. O cruel Carla: in one Day thou haſt kill'd 
The Father with thy Sword, the Daughter with” | 
Thy Sight — O yet remove char fatal Object 3 

I cannot bear the Glare of its Reproach; 

If thou woud' ſt have me hear thee, hide the Cauſe; 
That wounds Reflection to our mutual Rui. 

Car. Thus I obey —— but how ſhall I proceed FI 
What Words can help me to deſerve thy Faces? 0 
How can I plead my wounded Honour's Cauſe, 
Where injur'd Love and Duty are my Judges > 10 
Or how ſhall I repent me of a Crime, 
Which, Uncommitted, had deſerv'd: thy Scorn 'Y 
Yer think not; O conjure thee! think not, 

. But that! — — itt ie 
While my icting Honour prefs engeance; | 
OI * 'd! ſubmitted ev'n to Shame, | 
Begg d, as for Life, for peaceful Repararion 1 - 

Bur all in vain! like Warer ſprinkled on | 
A Fire, thoſe Drops but made him burn the more; oo 
And only added to thy Father's Fierceneſs. 1 
Reduc'd, at laſt, to theſe Extreams of Torture, 
That I muſt be, or Infamous, or Wretched, 
I ſavd my Honour, and reſigu d to Ruin. 
Nor think, Vimena, Honour had prevail d, 
But that thy nobler Soul oppos 4 Charms, 
And told my Heart, none but the Brave deſerv d bee 
Now having thus diſcharg d my Honour's Debt, 
And waſh'd my injur d Fathers Stains away, | 1 
What yer remains of Life; is due to Love: 
Behold the Wrerch, whoſe Hononr's fatal Fame | 
Is founded on the Ruin of thy! Peace: 
Receive the Vidtim, which thy Griefs FRO 
Prepar'd to bleed, and bending tu the Blow, 

Xim. O Carlos, I muſt rake thee at thy hes 
Bur muſt with equal Juſtice doo diſcharge | 008 

My Ties of Love, as fatal Bonds of Duty. e 

O think not/ tho enforc d to theſe B b 5 e 
My Heart is yet inſenſible to chene 
O! I-muſt thank thee for thy painful pauſe; 73 J 4 
The generous Shame thy ortur'd Honour bore | 

When ar my Father's Feet my Suff rings rhrew ay; 
. I preſent thee 1 pit £2; 
And not with. grateful Sighs of Piry mourn thee? | 
Lean lament thee, bur I dare not pardon "Thy 
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Thy Duty done, reminds me of my on; 
My. filial Piety, like thine diſtre ſs d, Pr 
Compels me to be miſerably Juſt, 
And asks my. Love a Victim to my Fame: 
Yer think not Duty cou d oer Love prevail, 
But that thy fiobler Soul aſſures my Heart, 
Thou would'ſt deſpiſe the Paſſion that cou d fave thee; 
Car. Since I muſt die, let that kind Hand deſtroy me, 
Let not the Wretch once honour d with thy Love, 
Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy Arms, 
Be dragg d a publick Spectacle to Juſtice; 
To draw the irkſome Pity of a Crowd, -. 
Who may with vulgar Reaſon call thee Cruel. 
My Death from thee will elevate rhy Vengeance, 
And ſhew, like mine, thy Dury.ſcorn'd Aſſiſtance. 
Xim. Shall I then take Aſſiſtance ? and from rhee > 
Accept that Vengeance from thy Heart's Deſpair ? 
No, Canis; : eee e 
I will not judge, like thee, my private Wrongs, 
But to the Courſe of Juſtice truſt my Duty, 
Which ſhall, in every Part, untainted low ; 
Unmix'd with gain'd Advantage oer thy Love, 
And from its own pure Fountain raiſe my Glory. 
Car. O can my Death with Shame advance that Glory? 
Can I do more than periſn, ro appeaſe thee? 
Can my Misfortunes too have reach'd thy Hate? 
Vm. Can Hate have part in Imerviews like this? 
Nay, can I give thee greater Proof. of . Love, 
Than that I rruſt my Vengeance with thy Honour? 
Art not thou now within my Power to ſeize ? 
Yer Ill releaſe thee, Carlos, on thy Word, 
Give me thy Word, that on the morrow Noon, 
Before the King in Perſon thou wilt anſwer, 
And take the Shelter of the Night to leave me. ; 
Car. O] thou haſt found the Way to fix my Ruine! 
It muſt be ſo, thou ſhalt have e Vengeance, Ji 
Purſu'd by thee, my Life's not worth the faving 
But then that fatal Honour, my Engagement, 
That at the Hour propos d, IIl meer my Fate 
But muſt we part, Vmena, like ſworn Foesꝰ 
Has Love no Senſe of all irs periſh'd Hopes? 
Diſmiſs my Miſeries, at leaſt, wirh-Piry : 
May I not breathe upon this injur'd Boſom, 
One parring Sigh: to eaſe my wounded Soul, 
And looſe the Anguiſh, of a AN Heart? 1 
2 | 2 m. 
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Xim. Support me Heaven - we meet again to Morrow: 
Car. To Morrow, we muſt meer like Enemies, 
Thy piercing Eyes, relentleſs in Revenge, 
And all the Softneſs of thy Heart forgotten; 
This only Moment is our Life of Love. 
O take not from this little Interval, 1 
The poor expiring Comfort that is left me. [Xim. wee pi. 
My Heart's confounded with thy fofr Compaſſion, 
And doats upon the Vertue that deſtroys me. 
Xim. O! I ſhall have the Start of thee in Woe; 
Thou can'ſt but fall for her thou lov'ft ; but what 
Muſt ſhe endure that loves thee ---- and deſtroys thee > 
Vet, Carlos, take this Comfort in thy Fate, cg 
Thar if the Hand of Juſtice ſhou'd o'ertake”rhee, 
Thy mournful Urn ſhall hold Ximena's Aſhes. 
Car. O Miracle of Love! 1 
Xim, O mortal Sorrow ! He 


| Bur haſte, O leave me while my Heart's reſoly'd, 


Fly, fly me, Carlos, leaſt thou taint my Fame; 
Leaſt in this ebbing Rigour of my Soul 

I tell thee, tho I proſecute thy Fate, 
My ſecret Wiſh is, that my Cauſe may fail me. 

Car. O Spirit of Compaſſion ! O Ximena! 

What Pangs and Ruine have our Parents coſtus ? 
Farewel, thou Treaſure of my Soul, O ſtay! 
Take not at once my ſhort-liv'd Foys away, 

While thus I fix me on thy mournful Eyes, 

Let my Diſtreſſes to Extreams ariſe, 
Thy Vidim's now ſecure ;' for thus to part, 

I fate thy Vengeance with a broken Heart. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Alvarez with Noblemen, Officers, and others. 

1ſt. Nob. Theſe few, my Lord, are on my Part engag d, 
In half an Hour Don Henrique de Las Torres, TIT 
With Sixty more, will wait upon your Cauſe, 
Refolv'd; and ready, all like us, to right you: 
Since the juſt Quarrel of your Houſe muſt live, 
Since the brave Blood of Carlos is purſud, 
The Race of Gormaz ſhall attend his Aſhes. 

Alv. My Lord, this Mark of your exalted Honour 


Will bind me ever grateful to your Friendſhip ; 


Tho' I ſtill hope the Mercy of the King 


Will ſpare the Criminal, whoſe Guilt is Honour. 
The Service I have done the State has found * 
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Nor am I yer ſo wedded to my Reſt, | 


But that I ſtill can, on Occaſion, break it. 5 ne 
The Moors are anchor'd now within the River, 4 at” 
And, as I'm told, near Landing to inſult us EY 
Wherefore I wou'd entreat you at this Time, = 


To wave my private Danger for the Publick. 
Since Chance has form'd us to ſo brave a Body, 
Let us not part inactive in our Honour 
Let's ſeize this glad Occaſion of th' Alarm, 
Let's chace theſe Robbers in our King's Defence, 
And bravely merit, not demand his Mercy. 
1ſt. Neb. Alvarez may command us, who is ſtill 
Himſelf, and owns no Caufe unmix'd with Honour. _ 
Alv. How now! the News. | Enter a Servant, who 
Juſt enter'd, and alone! | whiſpers Alvarez. 
O Heav'n, my Prayers are heard my noble Friends, 
Something ro our preſent Purpoſe has occur d; 
Let me intreat you, forward to the Garden, 
Where you will find a treble Number of 
Our Forces aſſembl'd on the like. Qccation ; 
My (elf will in a Moment bring you News, I 
That will confirm and animate our Hopes. [Exeunt Nob. 


Enter Carlos. 
My Carlos! O do I live once more rt” embrace thee, 
Prop of my Age, and Guardian of my Fame 
Nor think, my Champion, that my Joy's thus wild, 
For that thou only haſt revengd my Honour, 


 (Tho'thar's a Thought might bleſs me in theGrave) 725 


No, no, my Son, for thee am I tranſported; 

Alas! I am too ſenſible what Pains 

Thy Heart muſt feel from Anguiſh of thy Love; 

And had I nor new Hopes that will ſupport thee, 

Some preſent Proſpect of thy Pain's Relief, 

My Senſe of thy Afflictions would deſtroy me. 
Car. What means this kind Compaſſion of my Griefs 2 

Is there, on Earth, a Cure for Woes like mine! 

O, Sir, you are ſo tenderly a Father, | 

So good, I can't repent me of my. Duty: 

Be not however jealous of my Fame, 

If yer I mix your Tranſports with a Sigh, 

For ruin'd Love, and for the loſt Ximena : 

For ſince I drag, with my Deſpair, my Chain, 

Her fared Vengeance only can relieve me. 
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Alv. No more depreſs thy Spirit with Deſpair, 
While Glory and thy Country's Cauſe ſhou'd wake i it; 

The Moors not yet expected, are arriv'd, 

The Tyde and fileat Darkneſs of the Night 

Lands, in an Hour, their Forces at our Gates: 

The Courr's diſmay'd, the People in Alarm, 

And loud Confuſion fills the frighred Town. 

Bur Fortune e er this publick Danger reach d us, 

Had rais d Five Hundred Friends, the Foes of Gormax, 

Whoſe Swords reſolve to vindicate thy Vengeance, 

And here without expect thee at their Head. 

Forward, my Son, their Numbers ſoon will ſwell, 

Suſtain rhe Brunr and Fury of rhe Foe. 

And if thy Life's fo painful to be born, 

Lay it ar leaſt with Honour in the Duſt, 

Caſt it nor fruitleſs from rhee ; ler thy King 

Firſt know its Value, e er his Laws demand it; 3 

But Time's too precious to be talk d away. 
Advance my Son, and let thy Maſter fee, 
What be has loſt in Cormaz, is redeem'd in thee. 
Car. Relenting Heav'n ar laſt has found the e 

To end my Miſeries with guilrleſs Honour. 

Why ſhou'd I live a Burden to my ielf, 

A Trouble to my Friends, a Terror to Vmena ? 

Not all the Force of Mercy, or of Merit, 

Can waſh a Father's Blood from her Remembrance, 

Or reconcile the Horror ro her Love. -— 

Ver Ill not think her Duty ſo ſevere, 

Bur that to ſee me fall my Country's Victim | 

Wou d pleaſe hep Paſſion, tho it ie Mock d her Vengeance : 2 

It muſt be ſo - dying with Honour I 

' Diſcharge the Son, the Subject, and the Lover: 

O! when this mangled Body ſhall be found. | 

A bare and undiſtinguiſn d Carcaſs midſt rhe Slain, 

Will ſhe not weep in pity of my Wounds, | 


And own her Wropgs have ample 7 


Her Duty then may, with 4 ſecret Rar, 
Confeſs ber Vengeance gra, and glorious my Deſpair, 


he End of the HEME! ACT. 
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2 IRorious Carles, now reſume thy Hopes, 
Demand thy Life, and filence thy Ximens. 


; P 

V Hard were — Fate indeed, if ſhe alone 

S Should be 7 4 to Triumphs nobly pur- 
chas d. 


But ſee, ſhe comes, with mournful Pomp of Woe, | 


To proſecute this Darling of rhe People, | 
And damp, with ill- tim d Griefs, the publick Joy. 


Enter Ximena in Mourning, attended, 
Ximena ! Oh! I more than ever now | 
Deplore the hard Afflictions that purſue thee ; 
While thy whole native Country is in Joy, 
Art thou the only Object of Deſpair ? 
Is this a Time to proſecute thy Cauſe, | 
When publick Gratitude is bound t oppoſe thee > 
When on the Head of Carlos, which thy Griefs 
Demand, Fortune has pour'd Protection down? 
The Moors repuls'd, his Country ſav'd from Rapine, _ 
His menac'd King confirm'd upon his Throne, 
From every Heart but thine, will ſind a Voice 


To lift his eccho'd Praiſes to the Heav ns. 
Ximena. Is t poſſible? Are all theſe Wonders rug ? 


Am I the only Mark of his Miſdoing? ..- :»/ 


Cou'd then his fatal Sword tranſpierce my Father; 

Yer ſave a. Nation to defeat my Vengeance? 

Still as I paſs, the publick Voice extolss 

His glorious Deeds, regardleſs of my Wrangs; 

The Eye of Piry, that but Yeſtermghr - © - | 

Let fall a Tear in feeling of my Caute, 

Now turns away, retracting its Compaſſion, 

And ſpeaks the general Grudge at my complaining! | 

But there's a King, who's ſacred Ward's: his . | 

Supported by that Hope, I ſtill muſt on, ö 

Nor till by him rejected, can be ſilent. | 
Bel. Your Duty ſhou'd reede, when public Goo 
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Mm. But can ir be? Was it to Carla Sword 18 . 
The Nation thus tranſported owes its Safery CET 
O ler me raſte the Pleaſure, and the Pain! 
Tell me, Belzara, tell me all his Glory, 
O! ler me Surfeir on the guilry Joy, 
Delight my Paſſion, and torment my Vertue. a 
Bel. Alonzo, who was preſent will inform us, 
Enter Alonzo. 
Alonxo, if your Buſineſs will permit. 4 
Alon. The Abbot, at whoſe Houſe Count Georgie Ho. Apars 


” „ „ 


Has ſent in haſte to ſpeak with _ 1 guels, to 
To fix the Order of his Funeral. Belz. 
Bel. Spare us at leaſt a Moment for th Occakon, » 
Yimena has not yer been fully:rold +» - 
The Action of our late Deliverance; u 2 
The Fame of Carlos may compoſe her Sorrows. 
Alon. Permit the Action then to praiſe it ſelf; 
Late in the Night, at Lord Alvarez} Houſe, 
Five Hundred Friends were gather d in his wg 
To oppoſe the Vengeance, that purſu d his Son; 
But in the common Danger, brave Alvares, 
With valiant Carlos at their Head, preferd 
The publick Safety to their private Honour. a. 
And march'd with Swords determin'd gainſt the 3 | 
This brave Example, e er they reach d the Harbour, 
Increas d their: Nambers. to Tbree Thouſand ſtrong, 
Bel. Were the Moors landed e er you reach'd the Port ? 
Alon. Not till ſome Hours after, when we atriv'd, 
Our Troops were form'd, Vmena was the Word, 270 
And Carlos foremoſt, to confroat the Foe. 3" « 
Toe Moors not yet in view, he order d firſt 
Two Thirds of our divided Force to lie | * 
Conceal'd i th Hatches of our Ships in Harbour; 
The reſt, whoſe Numbers every Moment {well'd, 
Halted with Carlos, on the Shore, geen, 
And ſilent on their Arms repoſing, paſs d oi: 
The ſtill remainder of the waſting Night... + + - 
Ar length the 3 of the ee, Wy 
Near Twenty Sail approaching with the Ty 5 al 
Our Order ſtill obſerv d, we let them paſs; - 3 8 ä 
Nor ar the Port, or Walls, a Man was ſen. 
This Deadneſs of our Silence wings their Hopes bone 
To ſeize th' Occaſion, and ſurprize us . n iz 
And now they diſembark, —— meer their ny Way 1h 
„ eee "Vp 5 
pro 
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Uproſe the Numbers in our Ships conceald. 
And to the vaulted Heav'n thunder'd their — ATP 
Which Carlos eccho'd: from his Force on Shore: | 1 
At this, amaz d Confuſion ſeit d their Troops, to 7:12 
And e'er their Chiefs cou d form them to reſiſt, , 
We prels d them on the Water, drove them on ö 
The Land, then fir d their Sbips to ſtop their Flight: | 
Howe er at length their Leaders bravely raſlyangs 
Recover'd them to order, and a while 
Suſtain'd their Courage, and oppos'd our Fury: 
But, when their burning Ships began to flame, 
The dreadful Blaze preſenting to their View ; 
Their ſlaughter'd Heaps that fell where Carlos fought, 
(For oh he fought, as if to die were Victory) 

Their fruitleſs Courage then refign'd their Hopes; 
And now their wounded King deſpairing, call'd 
Aloud, and hail d our General to ſurrender, | 
Whom Carlos anſwering receiv'd his Priſoner : 
Ar this, the reſt had on Submiſſion Quarter, | 
Our Trumpets ſound, and Shouts proclaim our Viaary: 5 
While Carlos bore his Captive to his Father, 41 
Whoſe Heart tranſported at the Royal Prize, 
Dropt Tears of Joy, and to the King convey d him. 
Where now he's pleading for his Son's Diſtreſs, | 
And asks bur Mercy for his glorious Triumph. Exit. 

 _ Xim. Too much! it is too much, relentleſs Heav'n ! 
Th Oppreſſion's greater than my Soul can bear? 

O wouading Verrue ! O my tortur'd Heart! | 

| Art only thou forbidden to applaud him? 1211 
Cannot a Nation ſav'd appeaſe thy Vengeance? 


} 


Why! w hy juſt Heav'n, are his Deeds ſo gloriou *- +77 
5 And only fatal to the Heart that loves him 
Bel. Compoſe, Ximena, thy Diſorder, ſee, A 


The Kin approaches, ſmiling on Alvarez, - , 
Whoſe Heart o erflowing, 'guſhes at bis Eyes, 
And ſpeaks his Plea too ſtrong for thy Complaint. 

nn. Then lep. my Love, and Vertue arm N 

im, 

Let m look backward on- * faral n 
Surve f this mournful Pomp of his Renown... + 
Theſe woeful Trophies of his conquer d Love, 
Thar thro my Father's Life parſu d his Fame, 2 
And made me in his'Nuprial Hops an Orphan > 
O broken Spirit l would ſt chou ſpare him now. 
Think on thy Father's, Blood! exert the Daughter. 
Suppreſs thy Paſſion, and demand * Victim. Enter 
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| ter King, Alvarez, Sanchez, Ge. 
Ning. Duin tby Fears, my Friend, and Man thy Heart, 
For while his Actions are above Reward, - 
Mercy's of Courſe included in the Debt. 
Our ableſt Bounry's B to his Merit, 
Our Subjects reſcu'd from ſo fierce a Foe, 
The Moors defeared, &er the rude Alarm 
Allow dus Time do order our Defence, 
Our Crown protected, and our Sceprer fixt, 
Are Actions of that ſecure 8 
. Alv. My Tears, oo; berrer than my Words will thank 


you. 
Bite. Garcia. 2 
Gar. Don ow Sir, without, attends your Pleaſure, 
And comes ſurrender'd as his Word engagz d, 
To anſwer the Appeal of fair mens. 
King. Attend him to our —.— „ 
Vm. O my Heart! 
Ning. Ximena, with Com we ſhall hear 
But muſt not have thy Griefs arraign our Jaftice, j 
Tf in his Judge thou find'ft an Advocate: 
Nor leſs irtues, than thy Wrongs will plead. 
* O — but thus my Griefs demand him! 
| [Kneeling, 
 [hile the King raiſes Ximena, enter 
Alonzo, and whiſ| pers Alvarez, 
Ale. Tt erm ſay'®t thou d Can I leave my wo 
Alon. The Matters moss * e 0 
Make Haſte, my Lord. N 
4lv. What can thy Tranſpor mean ? 
Bie plain. 
| An. * have no Time to loſoin Words, 
Away, I ay. We 
Alv. Lead on, and eaſs wy" Wonder. | [Exeums, 
| Enter Carlos, and et v0 the King: 
Ning. O riſe, my Warrior, raiſe thee to my read, 
And in chy Maſter s Heart repeat thy Triumphs 
| _ Car. Theſe Honours, Sir, ro any Senſe but mine 
Might lift irs Tranſports to Ambirion's _ 
But while Ximena's' Sorrows preſs my 2k 
- Forgive me, if deſpairing of R Repoſe, 
I taſte no Comfort in rhe Life ſhe ſeeks; - Er 250 
And urge the Iſſue of her Grief's A "oi Ls mant 
Nigg. Ximenia, tis moſt true, has Toft a babe 1 
Bar thou haſt ſay'd her Country: from ire Fa, 
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And the ſame Vertue that demands thy Life, 
Owes more than Pardon to the publick Weal. TRY 
Vm. My Royal Latd, vouchſafe my Griefs a Hearing; 
O think nor, Sir, becauſe my Spirits fainr, | 
Thar the firm Conſeience of my Duty ſtaggers. 
The Criminal I charge, bas kill d my Father; 
And, tho his Valour has preſerv'd the State, 
Yer every Subject is not wrong d like me, 
Therefore with Eaſe may pardon, what they feel not: 
As he has ſav'd a Nation from its Fes, 
The Thanks thar Nation owes him, are but juſt, 
And I muſt join the general Voice t applaud him: 
Bur all the Tribute, that my Heart can ſpare him, 
Is Tears of Pity; while my Wrongs purſue him, 
What more than Pity can thoſe Wrongs afford 2 
What leſs than Juſtice-can my Duty ask Þ _ 
Tf publick Obligations muſt be paid him. 
Let every ſingle Heart give equal Share; 
(Carlos has prov d, that mine is not ungrateful) 
But muſt my Duty yield ſuch Di ſproportion?? 
Muſt on my Heart a Father's Blood be levy'd, 
And my whole Ruin pay the Pubhek Thanks? 
If Blood for Blood might be before demanded, - 
Is ir leſs due, becauſe his Fame's grown greater ? 
Shall Verrue, that ſhou'd guard, inſult your Laws, 
And tollerate our Paſſions to infringe 'em ? 
If to defend rhe Publick, may excuſe _ 
A private Wrong, how is the Publick ſaſe ? 
How is the Nation from a Foe preſerv d,. 
If every Subject's Life is at his Merey 2 | 
My Dury, Sir, has ſpoken, and kneels for 42 
Car. O Noble Spirit, how thou charm ſt my Senſe, . 
And giv'ſt my Heart a Pleaſure in my Ruin. L 
King, Raiſe thee, Ximene, and compoſe thy Thoughts, 
As thou to Carlos Deeds haſt ſpoke impartial, 
So to thy Verrue, that purſues him, we 
Muſt give an equal Plaudir of our Wonder: 25 
But we have now our Duty to diſcharg eg 
Which far from blaming, ſhall exalt thy o n: . 
*. 2 . — | 
ompels thy Duty to ſuppreſs thy Loye, - * 
To raiſe yet higher then thy matchleſs Glory, 
Prefer thy Native Country ta them bot. 
And to the Publick Tears reſign thy Victimm 
Where a whole People owe their Preſeryation, 1 lutz? 121 
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Shall private Juſtice do a publick Wrong, 


And feed thy We c with the general Sherow r 
Xun. Is then my Oaaſe the Publick's Victim? 


Ning. No. * 
We ve yet a Hope to conquer thy Reſentment, 
And rather wou d — ole than ſilence it: I 


For if our Arguments ſeem yet too weak 
To guard thy — from the leaſt Reproach, 
Behold the generous Sanction that protects it, 
Read there the Pardon which thy Father gives him, 
And with his dying Hand aſſigns thy Beauties. 
Xim. My Father's Pardon ! 
King, Read, and raiſe thy Wonder. 
Vim. (Reads) © Alvarex wrong'd me in my Maſter's Favour, 
Carlos is brave, and has deſerv'd Ximena ! | 
Car. O Soul of Honour! now lamented Victory! 
Ring. Now, fair Vmena, now reſume thy Peace, 
Reduce thy Vengeance to thy Father's Will, 
And join the Hand his Honour has forgiven. | | 
Xim. All-gracious Heav'n! have my ſwoln Eyes their Senſe; 
D. San. O tottering Hope, but I have yer a Thoughr, 
| Tn will compel her Vertue to purſue him. | 
* did you ſhew me, du, ts Eg Good- 
neſs E972 OC 
This Legacy, tho fit for him to laws | 
 Wou'd in his Daughter be Reproach to take; 
Honour unqueſtion d may forgive a Foe, 
Bur who'll nor doubt it when it ſpares a Lover J 
If you propos d to mitigate my Griefs, 
| You ſhou'd have hid this cruel Obligation, 
Why wou'd you ſer ſuch Verrues in my View, 


4 ”_—_ _— 3 the Father dearer than the Lover? 


A * VI xs * 
as And 4 


Since with ſuch Rigour thou purſu ſt thy 8 
ar we meant ſnou d pacify, e ir, eM 
Attend ſubmiſſive to our laſt Reſolve : 

For fince thy Honour's'fo ſeverely rick; | 

As not to ratify thy 'Father's Mercy, 107082 

We'll right at once thy Duty and thy Lovers: 2 

Give thee the Glory of his Life purſu d, ew 

And ſeal his Pardon to reward thy Vertue. 

Xim. Avert it Heav'n, that e er my guilty Heart 100 
Shou d impiouſly infule a Father's Grave, 0 
And yield his Daughter to the Hand that kill d Tu $9.4" 4 

D. San. Unnatural Thought: Madam, — A dn Tears, 
| Youg murder d d Father was 9 Friend; -'- 7 SAW 

Emu 
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permit me therefore in your ſinking Cauſe, > ng Vf 
To offer an Expedient may ſupport it. [7 
im. Whatever Right or Juſtice may, I am bound * 
In Duty to purſue, and thank your Friendſni f. 
D. San. Thus then to Royal Juſtice I appeal, 
And in Ximena's Right her Advocate, 
Demand from Carlos your Reverſe of Pardon. 
King. What means thy Tranſport 
D. San. Sir, I urge your Laws; 
And ſince her Duty's forc'd to theſe Extreamws, Nö 
There's yet a Law from whence there's no Appeal, 
A Right, which een your Crown's oblig'd — grant ker, 
The Right of Combat, which I here demand 
And ask her Vengeance from a Champion's Sword. oy 
Car. O Sacred Sir, I caſt me at your Feet, 
And beg your Mercy wou'd relieve my Woes; 


W 
* 


Since her firm Duty is in flexible,. a 
Conſign her Victim to the braver Sword. 15 f 
Grant this Expedient to acquit my Crime, '; 81 ni 8 


Or ſilence with my Arm her Heart's Reproaches: 310d VI 
O nothing is ſo painful as Suſpenſe; _ } WN 
This Way our Griefs are equally reliev- d. 
Her Dury's full diſcharg d, your Juſtice crown d.,. 
And Conqueſt muſt attend Superior Ver tue. 
This barbarous Law, which yer is unrepeal d, 
Has = en againſt Right, groſs Wrongs ſupported, _ 
And robb'd our State of many noble Subjects; 
Nor ever was our Mercy tempted more | 
I' oppoſe its Force, than in our Care for Carlo: 
Bur fince his Peace depends upon his Love, 
And cruel Love inſiſts upon its Right, 
We'll truſt his Vertues to the Chance of Combat, 
And ler his Fate reproach, or win Ximena. 
vim. What unforeſeen Calamities ſurround me 5 
King. Ximena | now no more complain, we grant 
Thy Suit, bur where's this Champion of thy Caule ? 
Whole Appetite of Honour is ſo keen, | 
As to confronts in Arms this lawrell'd Brow, 
And dare the ſhining Terrors of his Sword? G 
D. Jan. Behold th' Aſſailant of this glorious Hero, 
Your Leave, dread Sir, thus to appel him forth. [Draws. 
Bel. Hold Heart, and ſpare me from the publick Sharp. 
3 [4/ 4 
D. San; Carlos, behold the Champion of Ximens, | A | 


Behold th' Avenger of brave Gormaz' Blood, | 
| Who | 
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Who calls theo Trigett 30. thy injur'd Love, | 
Ungrateful to the Sigbs chat piried rhee, 
And proudly partial thy Father 's Falſnood . 
Theſe — in my Sword ſhall prove upon thy Heart, 
And to defend them dares thee to the Combat. 
Car. Open the Liſts, and give the Aſſailant Room, 
| There on his Life my injur'd Sword ſhall prove, 
This Arm ne'er drew it but in Right of Honour: 
Firſt, for thy Slander, Sanchez, I defy thee, 
And throwing to thy Teech the Traytor's Name, 
Will wall th — with thy Blood; 
And prove thy Vertue falſe as is — Spielt: Ww ;1 
For not X:mena's Cauſe but Charms have fir 4 thee, 
Vainly chou ſteal'ſt thy Courage from her Eyes, 
And baſely ſtain ' ſt the Vertue that ludihy d her. 
D. San. 1 Fame in Arms - 
King. Sanchez, forbear— | 
Tis nor your Tongues muſt arbitrate yony Strife, 
Let in the Liſts your Vauntings be-approv'd, | 
Whoſe Arm, Ximena, . ſhall defend your Cauſe ? 
Xim. O Force of Dury ! Sir, the Arm of nee 
= oy My Word's my Gage. 110 
g. Tis well, the Liſts are ſet - 
—. — * Morn the Combatants be cited, 
And, Felix, you be Umpire of the Field. 
Car. The Valiant, Sir, are never unprepar * 
O Sir, at once relieve my Soul's Suſpence, 
And ler this Inſtant Hour decide our Fate: 
D. San. This Moment, Sir—— I join in that with Carts? 
| . be it now decided. 
Carlos be ready at the Trumper's Call, 50 
You, Felix, when the Combat's done, comdutt 
The Victor to our Preſence Now, X:mena, 
As thou art juſt or cruel in thy Duty, 
Expect the Iſſue will reward or grieve thee: 
Sanchex fer forward. Carlos we allow 
Thy piced Love a Moment with Ximena, 
[Ext King and Train: 
D. San, — 
Exit. 


1 O permit me e er Idie, 
To tell thy Heart, thy hard Unkindneſs kills me. 
Xim, Ah Carlos, can thy Plaints d my Da. 4 
2 art thou more than Sanchex is, in 0 Ea 
3 Or thou more injur d than thy hapleſs F 


' Whoſe 


Whoſe greater Heart forgave my Senſe of Honour? 

Thou can'f not think 1 ſpeak regarding Life, 

Which hopeleſs of thy Love's nor worth my Care, 

But oh! it ſtrikes me with the laſt Deſpair, ' 

To think that lov'd Ximenz's Heart had leſs 

Co - 4 mortal Enemy: 

My Life had then indeed been worth Acceptance, 

Had thy relenting Throes of Piry ſa“ d it: N 

But, as it is — _" to theſe Extreams, 

Thus made the Victim of ſuperfluous Fame, 

And doom d the Sacrifice of filial Rigour, 

Theſe Arms ſhall open to thy Champion's Swotd: 2 

And glut the Vengeance, that ſupports thy Glory. | 
Vm. Haſt thou no Honour, Carles to defend? | 


Car. How can I loſe whar Sanchez cannor gain > | 
For where's his Honour, where there's no Reſiſtance? 

Is it for me to guard Ximena's Foe, 

Or turn outragious on the friendly Breaſt, 

Which her diſtreſsful Charms have — to right her? 
WE. 9 — — thus to rack my b pronndleſs ; 

ith hard Re es, that thou know'ſt ate 

Why goſt hed wil thus cruelly of Death, | 

And give me Terrors unconceiv'd before? © 

What tho' my Force of Duty has purſu'd thee, 

Has thou nor left thy Courage to defend thee? 

O! is thy Quarrel to our Race reviv'd, | 

Cou d'ſt thou to right thy Honour, kill my Father? 
And now not guard it to deſtroy Ximena > 4 

car. O heav'nly Sound, O Toy unfelr before! 

Xim, O! Is my Duty then not thought cotypullive ? 
Can'ſt thou believe I'm pleas'd while I purſye thee? 
Or think ſt thou I'm not pleas d the King prefery'd thee Þ' © 
And that thy Courage yer may ward my Vengeance? 
O if thou knew ft: what Tranſports fill'd my Heart, 
When firſt I heard the Moors had fled before thee, 

Thy Love wou'd feel Confuſion for my Shame, 
And ſcarce forgive the Paſſion thou reproacheſt : , 
O Carlos, guard thy Life, and ſave Ximena! © : 

Car. And ſave Ximena ! O thou haſt fir d my Hearr 5 

With animated Love, and fay'd thy Carlos. 


K [Sound Daajela: 
* 


hark the Trumpet calls me to the Liſt! 


* Words 
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pred Hear ns bi igh Cate, and all its Angels guard 
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* 
Car. Worde wou d but wrong WF; Heart, my Sword aun 
Peak K: ö g & 
Sanchez, I come Impatient ro chaſtiſe ind door 
Thy Love, which makes thee now the Criminal; 
I might bave ſpar d thee, had the Rival ſlept, 7 
But boldly thus avow'd, thou art worth my — 
Tis ſaid the Lion, tho diſtreſt for Food, . FO 
Eſpying on the Turf the Meigen leeping, 
Reſtrains his Hunger, and forbears the 1 
Bur when his rouſing Foe alarm'd and ready 
Uplifrs his Javelin brandiſht to aſſail him, 
The genercus Savage then erects his Creſt, 
Grinds his ſharp Fangs, and with fierce Eyes jnflam' d, 
Surveys bim worthy of his Rage defy d, 
Furious uprearing ruſhes on the Game, 
And crowns at once his Vengeance and his Fame. [Exit. 
Vm. O glorious Spirit! O hard- fated Vertue! 1 
With what ReluCtance has my Heart purſu d thee ? 
Bel. Was ever Breaſt like mine with Woe e ? 
I fear the Dangers of the faithleſs Sanchez, b 
And tremble more for his dread Sword's Sueceſs: 5 . 
Chou d Carlos fall What ſtops. him from Xmena s 
Keep down my N 5 or ſeems to riſe for her. 
Vm. Tell me, Belzara, was my Terror blamefal? 
Might not his Paſſion make my Heart telen, 
And feel at ſuch a Time a Pang to ſave him? .,, 
Bel. So far was your Compaſſion from a Crime, — 
Thar tis th'.exalred Merit of your Duty; 
Had Carlos been a Stranger to your Heart, 
Where were the Vertue, that your Griefs p e bin, 
Were it no Pain to loſe him, where the G Glory 90 
The Sacrifice that's great, muſt firſt be dear; 
The more you Love, the nobler is your Victim. 
Vm. Thy partial Friendſhip ſees not ſure my Baabe 
I doubt my youthful Ignorance has err d, 
And the ſtrict Matron rigidly ſevere 
May blame this Weakneſs of my Woman's 8 Heart: 
But let her feel my Tryal firſt, and if 


She blames me chen. I will repent the Crime. Nee 
| [Sound Trumpet at Diſtance 


a” = J 


4.4 + £ 


Hark, back” the Trumpet! O tremendous Sound! 
e. 0 the Combat is began, 

agonizing Terror ſhakes my Soul. S138 w1{ 
Help me, ſupport, me with thy riendly Comforts, Ex 


And 


tell me what my Duty owes a Parent, 2200 
8 — is. 9 


. 
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And warm my Wiſhes in his Champions Favour—- 
Oh Heav'n ! 1c will not, will not be! my Heart 
Rebels, and ſpire of me inclines to Carlo, * . 

Who now again, in Sanchez, fights my Father; 55 
Now he attacks him, preſſes, now retreats 
Again recovers, and reſumes bis Fire, | \ 
Now grows-too ſtrong, and is at laſt triumphant ! $A OY 

Bel. Reſtrain thy Thoughts, collect thy WT, 2:1; 0 
Give not thy Heart imaginary Wounds, 92 | 
Thy Verrue muſt be Providence's Care. | Yo 

Xim. O guard me ; Heay' a. Help me to fanpabs | it! abt 

os [ Trumpets and Shouts. 

Tis done, thoſe dreadful Shouts proclaim the Yidury 00 
If Carlos conquers, ſtill Ive loſt a Father; nit; 
And if he periſhes, then die Amelia. "nab 

Bel. Conquer who may, no Hope ſupporrs ale. 4 


7 Enter Garcia, 


Came you,, Don Garcia, from the 8 A 1% 
Gar. Madam, > vu 1 
The King, to. ſhew he diſapproves the Cuſtom; | D uU 
Forbad his own Domeſticks to be preſent. [Shouts er. 
Bur I preſume tis done, rheſe Shouts confirm it; 
Hence from this Window, we may" gueſs the Victor. 
Xim. O tell me quickly, while I've Senſe to hear thee. 
Bar Heavn, tis Sancheg, I ſee him with his 
word, | 
In Triumph prefling. thro' the Crowd his Way. 5 onns 
Vm. Sanchez! thou'rt ſure deceiv d, Oo better jet 
Inform thy dazled Eyes. | 
Gar. Tis certain he 
For now he ſtops, and ſeems to warn Aden back; 
The Crowd retires, I ſee him plain, and now 
He mounts the Steps that lead to this Apartment. 
Xim. Then fatal Vengeaace, thou art dearly ſated, 
Now Love unbounded may oerflow my Heart, 
And Carlos Fate without a Crime be mourn d: 
O Sanchez, if poor Carlos told me true, | 
If 'rwas thy Love, not Honour fought my Conte; | 
Thy Guile has purcbas'd with thy Sword my unk. 
And made thy P; ſſion wretched as Ximena. 
Bel. Oh Heav'n ſupport her nobler Reſolucion-- | 
Bur ſee, he comes to meer the Diſappointment. 
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Enter 1 Sanchez, and lays bis Sword | at ilavens 8 Reer! 


9d. 150 ie e = 


D. om, Madam, this Sword that in. your Cauſe was 
ran a 'S [ti 21% 124 * Nel. 
Vm. Staind with the Blood of. Carlos, kill Ane 
D. San. I come to mitigate your Griefs. 1 
Xim. Avant, avoid me, wing thee: 5 TORR. 
O thou haſt given me for Revenge, Deſpair, 
Haſt raviſht with thy murtherous Arm my Peace, 
And robb'd my Wiſhes of their deareſt Obje "I 
D. San. Hear me but ſpeak. 1 ee 
Aim. Cau ſt thou ſuppoſe twill pleaſe me, 
To heat thy Pride triumphant, paint my Ruin, 
Vaunt thy vain Proweſt, and reproach my 8e 
D. San. Thoſe Sorrows, wou d you hear” my W 
1 Xim. Hence. is ei ee 
To Regions diſtant, as thy Soul from oy, 
Fly, and in gloomy Horrors waſte thy Life: 
Remorſe, and pale Affliction wait thee to 
Thy Reſt, Repoſe forſake thee, frightful Dreams 
Alarm thy Sleeps, and in thy waking Hours, 
May Woes like mine purſue tliy Steps for ever. 
Bel. Gaui Rage! how Vo * Kites kim! 1 


Gs 8 * 6 7 Enter King: ins * | | 
King. ' Wha, ill in. „ Bank ned > "Si bop 


ing! 
Cannot thy Dury's full Diſcharge content ben 
Repin ſt thou at the Act. of Providence d OY 
And think'ſt thy Cauſe ftill wrong'd in Heay* ns else? 
Vm. O far, Sir, from my Soul be ſuch . 2 
I bow ſubmiſſive to high Heav'n a Appointment, F | 
Bur is Affliction impious in its Sorrow p+ 
Tho Vengeance to a; Father's: Blood was due, ere 
Is it leſs, Glorious; chat I priz d the Vietin?; 1 
Has Nature loſt irs Privilege to benen 
When all that's valuable in Life is gone? © w” 1 
O Carlos, Carlos ! I ſhallifoon be with the. 
King. Are then theſe: Tears for Carlos. O ren. * 
The vanquiſnit Sanchez has deceiv'd' thy Grief, © * | 
Aud made this Tryal of thy generous Heart, ; 
For EARN thy: 8 and Ares 0 dete mee 1 5 
S e n. 1 Ln 94 In. a 
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Vm. What means my Royal hore © 


King ferm her, Sanchez. 
D. F The Fortune of the Combat 1 bad 00 be. 


Had, 2 Fright endu M my Speech, 
I wou gave told you, Madam, as oblig 4 " 
In e the conquering Sword of Carlo, 
How nobly, for your ſake, he ſpar d your * $:'c 
When on the Earth ſuccumbent, and diſarm d, 
I lay: * Live, Sauchez, ſaid the generous Victor, 
* The Life that fights Jimena ñ Cauſe, is Sacred g |. ]xĩ! 
Take back thy Sword, and. at her Feet preſent 2 0 
The glorious Trophy which her Charms have won, 
© The Taft Oblation, that Deſpair can make her. 
Toucht with the noble Fullneſs of his Heart, 
I flew to execute the grateful Charge, 
Bur, Madam, your Affright miſtook the Victor, 
And your impatient Griefs refus d me Audience. 
King. Now think, Ximena, one Moment think for 
Carlos ! 
Vm. O Love! O perſecured Heart! 
Inſtruct me Heav'n to ſupport my Fame, 
To right my Paſſion, and revere my Father. 
D. San. And now with juſt Confuſion, Sir, I own 
In me 'twas guilty Love, that drew my Sword; 
But ſince th Event has crown d a nobler Paſſion, 
I plead the Merit of that Sword's Defeat, 
Regrer the Error, and intreat for Pardon. 
Ning. Sanchez, thy Crime is puniſnt ia it ſelf, | 
We late have heard of thy retracted Vous, 
Which on thy ſtrict Allegiance we enjoin | {851 
Thy Honour, inſtantly to ratify : . D116 
8 thy Tears, . Belxara, he ſhall ci gbr chee⸗ nat N 
Aim. Tis fixt, a Beam of heav'nly Light breaks. forth, A 
And ſhews my ruin d Peace its laſt Reſource. 
Gar. Don Carlos, Sir, attends your Royal Pleaſure, N 
Ning. Has he your Leave, Ximena, to approach ? 5 F 
Xim, 1. 0 Sir, yet hold, I dare nor {ce him net 0 5, 9 
While my depending Juſtice was my Guard, 295317] © 20 "Y 
I ſaw him fearleſs from Aſſaults ot Loc: 
But now my vanquiſht Vengeance dreads his Meric, id · hi: A 
And conſcious Duty warms m to avoid him IO 
Since then my Hearr's impartial-10-his Veryes, | t bets 


de got call mecruel ro * Love, Lg 
E 2. In 
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And dedicare my future Days to Heav'n— 


If 1 in R&verence to a Father's Blood, 

Shou'd ſhur my Sorrows ever from his sisbt; 

For tho you raiſe above Mankind his Merit, 

And I confels ir--- ſtill he has kill d my Father 

Nay, tho I grant the Fact may plead for Mercy, 

Vet twou d in me be impious to reward it;; 
My Eyes may mourn, but never muſt behold bim more: 
Yer, e er I part, let, Sir, my humbleſt Senſe 
Applaud your Mercy, and confeſs your Juſtice: 

Hence to ſome Sacred Cloiſter Ill retire, ' 


Tit done O lead me to my peaceful Cell, | 
One Sigh I or ges. Now 'pain World rewe. ia 
2 [45 Xim. i going off, 


— Alvarer ond Alonzo. 


Alv. Turn, turn, Ximena, O prepare to hear 
A Story will diſtract thy Senſe with Joy, | 
Drive all thy Sorrows from thy finking Heart, 
And crown thy Duty with triumphant Love, 
Pardon, dread Sir, this Tumult of my Soul, 
That carries in my Rudeneſs my Excuſe; 
O preſs me not to tell Particulars, 
But let my Tidings leap at once the Bounds 
Of your Belief, and in one Burſt of Joy en 
Inform my Royal Maſter; that his Crown's Support, 
My vanquiſhr Friend, thy Father; Gormaz, lives; © 
He lives in Health coor 'd from Mortal Danger, 


Theſe Eyes have ſeen him, theſe bleſt Arms embrac 1 


him. 


The Means, th Occaſten of his Death bapposd, 


Wou d ask more Words than I have Breath to utter, 
Alonzo knows it all O where's my Carlos? 


Nag. Fly, weber make” bim with this News, thy 


Frienßcg . 
Alv. O lead me, lead me, ro his Hearr' Relief, — 


ROY 
Vu. 0 eve! Alvarez won d not ſore: W me. E 


Ng. Proceed, Along, and impart the Whole, n 
Whenee was his Death to firmly — 1 l- 077 


And his Recovery-nor before teveal'd.> 11406 bY Ya Won 
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Alon. My Liege, the great Elon of ks 


N e L 
Had! ſuch Effect on his cer eee 5 175 Thus 


11 


'y! 


Theſe Tranſports till kind Gormaz' Hand confirms them: | 
Firſt pay your Duty there, haſte ro his Feet, b 


* * „ 
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That J, who ſaw bim, j aße him quite expird: „ fe OY 

Bur when rhe Abbor, at whoſe Houſe he lar, 

With friendly Sorrow waſht his hopeleſs Wound, 

His heaving Breaſt diſcover'd Life's 1 1 

When calling ſtrait for Help, on ſtricter Search, 

His Wound was found without a mortal Symprom 2 

And when his Senſes had reſum'd their Function, 

His firſt Words ſpoke his generous Heart's Concern 

For Carlos, and Vmena; when being told 

How far her filial Vengeance had purſu d him: 

Is t poſſible, he cry de Oh Heav'n! then wepr, 

And beg'd his Life might be one Day conceal'd, 

Thar ſuch exalted Merit of her Dury _._ 

Might raiſe her Vertue worthy of his Love: 

Bur, Sir, to tell you how Alvarez mer him, 

What generous Reconcilements paſs d between them, 

Won'd ask more Time, than publick Joy cou'd ſpare. 

Let it ſuffice, the Moment he had heard 

Ximena had appeal'd brave Carlos to the Liſts, 

We flew with Terror ro proclaim him Living--- 

Bur, Sir, ſo ſoon the Combat follow'd your 

Decree, that breathleſs we arriv'd too late, 

1 had not his Phyſicians, Sir, preſcribd „ 

is Wound Repoſe, himſelf had ventur d forth... > 
To throw his Errors at your Feet for Pardon. 

King. Not only Pardon, bur our Love ſhall greet him. 
Brave Carlos, ſhall himſelf be Envoy ot | 
Our Charge, and gratulate his bleſt Recovery: 0 
Has he your Leave, Vmena, now rt 8 * 

Vm. My Senſes ſtagger with tumultuous Jo, 
My Spirits hurry to my Hearr's Surprize, i 
And ſinking Nature faints nonch, © the Tranſport.” 

[Ener Alvarez, San- 
— 2 and Carlos. 


= 4 = * 
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* 
4 


"- * , 


King. Look u . and complear thy Toy. 
m. My Carlos! oh! : | 

Car. Ximena! O my Heart [Embracing 

Alv. O Carlos! O Ximena, yet ſuppreſs ö 


And let his Sanction conſecrate your Love. T — 
King. Loſe not a Moment from his Sight! 0 10 ah 
I him his King * his Health, * i 


* 
* 
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And will with Loads of Honour crown his Vertues, 
Nor in his Oriſons let his Heart forget 


. 


The Hand of Heav'n, whoſe providential Care 


Has order d All the Innocene to ſave, 75 ' 
To right tbe Injur d, and reward the Brave. 


9 
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